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PREFACE. 

The following Poems, are the effusions of 
hoars, that, perhaps, might have been devoted to 
a more useful purpose ; they were, however, lei- 
sure hours, and as sueh the author had an undoubt- 
ed right to use them as best suited his turn of 
mihd. Whatever faults the reader may discover, 
he will doubtless have lenity enough to make 
excuse for, when informed, that, having no friend 
with -whom tor advise on the subject, Chance 
was chosen for a Guide, and has served them 
up in her own way ; either to be cheered with the 
approbation of the Benevolent, or to receive the 
*^ scorn of an uncharitable world,'' as Fortune 
and Fate may deem most commensurate to their 
merits. 

Many of the pieces will probably be censured, 
as fraught with too much levity, and as too tri- 
fling.fpr^the serious and learned reader ; if 
they 4«)>seg3S* ^^y tnf rk.at.all, it will likewise be 
depreciafe&bj^th^.-eiifHlJ^/^ of their be- 

ing home*8Jfin.:.y:: .... 

Notwitt^stanSin^^.-h^wever, these, and other 
-disadvaAilt^^e^'. i^P{^^ they labor, if they 

ean prove burfortuftal:^' enough to entice an ap- 
proving smile to the cheek of Beauty ; or extract 
^grin fi*om the toothless paragraphs of age, the 
author will in some degree, be compensated for 
the contumely of the prying and pedantic 
Faclt-Findbr. 

Frequently, when Hope has veiled her an- 
gelie form from view, the Muse has put on her 
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'^mourning yreein,** which may eause her effnsi- 
ons in such hours, to be condemned for being 
tinged with an unbecoming dejection ; the reader 
will howeyer assume to himself the prerogative 
of judging, and by his decision the writer must 
abide, however contrary to the sanguine wishes 
of a young and untutored imagination. 

Those Gentlemen, who have evinced their 
generous dispositions by so liberally subscribing 
to the worky will please to accept the thanks 
•f their 

Humble Servt* 

THE AUTHOR^ 
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POEMS 



THE CROW AND ROBIN, 

A FABLE. 

Those who dislike tbe rhyming trade. 
Think every Muse an arrant Jade ; 
Those who in songs^ and verse delight. 
Are of a different nature quite ; 
They love to see the comie fair. 
Laugh, in despite of longfac*d care; 
Nor do they scorn the melting maid. 
In robes, of sympathy, array'd ; 
Who can witli magic power impart. 
Sweet pity to the human heart ; 
She loves the scenes where virtue reigns. 
She shuns the paths which error stains ; 
Her cheeks for human frailties glow. 

Her tears for human sorrows flow. 

• 

Musing thus, on yonder plain. 
Early in Aurora's reign ; 
I heard from every tree and bush 
Or the linnet, or the thrush. 
Warble forth with native skill, 
Music from each little bill* 
Heard the saucy mimic's strain. 
Heard the tender dove complain ; 

B 
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lizard the smutty crow on high^ 

To his lov'd black brethren cry ; 

For he was centinel, to eaw^ 

When any human face he saw ; 

That SO5 his brother rogues might shun^ 

The fury of the Farmer's gun ; 

And bear away his golden grain^ 

The honest product of his pain* 

Near to him^ on a different spray, 
A robin sung his morning lay. 
And sung so sweet, so mild, so clears 
'Twas music to the listening ear. 
When smutf heard how poor robin sung, 
His head the bashful felon hung ; 
His envious temper thus addressed, 
The warbler of the well known breast ; 

'^PooB feather'd lump of impotence ! 
Thou babbling trifler quickly hence ; 
Discordant is thy every theme, 
And harsh, and foul thy matin scream. 
There's not a blackbird tunes his throat, 
But cheers us with a sweeter note. 
Hence quickly, or my anger, dread 
Shall fall on thy detested head." 

Poor Bob, tho' nettled to the heart. 
Did not one angry woi*d impart; 
But, spread his little wings and flew. 
Near where a neighboring hawthorn grew ; 
And left .the surly wretch, who, soon 
Was forc'd to hear^ a harsher tune 
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Than ever any robin sung ; 

A tune, with which, the woodlands rung. 

All nnpereeiv'd, the farmer came, 

AU unobsery'd he took his aink ; 

The robber felt his bosom smart. 

And conscience seiz'd his bleeding heart. 

He fell, expiring on the plain 

While Bob resumed his morning strain. 

UOUAXi. 

Ill nature will ; or soon, or^ late 
Meet with some unregretted fate. 



TO PITT DILLINGHAM, Esq. ^ 
Sib, 

By exposing ingratitude we only discharge a 
duty we owe to society, and to our fellow crea- 
tures, and are basely culpable whenerer we ne- 
glect it* Ingratitude is said to be the blackest 
of crimes, and there is no doubt as to the truth 
of the assertion. Every indiridual rejects the 
epithet as odious ; and inapplicable to himseUl 
The Divine has exposed it from the pulpit — 
the Poet has immortalized its baseness — the 
Hermit has wondered at it ! 

Murmuring lie lifts Ms eyes and thinks it hard, 
That generous actions meet a base reward. 

FAENELIi'S HERMIT. 
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Xow^ Sir^ my design is to expose a being 
whose every feature is darkened with this black 
enormity. In the chamber where the principal 
part of my time is passed^ a Fly has a long 
while been my companion : as there is no kind 
of provision kept in the room, I have ever re- 
membered him on returning from my meals^ so 
that by my c^re and attention he has become as 
fat as a partridge, and is at this moment in as 
good order as any fly in the county of Kenne- 
bec. But, how am I paid for this disinterested 
kindess ? Poorly, you may rely on it : he has 
been constantly buzzing his slanderous discord in 
my ears. I have lectured him frequently on his 
ungenerous conduct, but without any desirable 
effect. I have teazed, scolded and coaxed, and 
even once took the pains to address him the fol- 
lowing sonnet, but it availed nothing, and pa* 
tience at length became entirely exhausted. 

SONNET TO A FLY. -' 

Soir of Summer, child of leisure. 

Buz pot thus around my form ; 
Little gilded speck of pleasure, 

Teaze me not, for I am warm. 

It would grieve me sore to wound thee. 

Pain my heart to do thee harm ; 
Keep not buzzing then around me, 

Teaze me not^ for I am warm. 
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Go and play around the ceilings 

Safe from evevy inward storm 5 
Go and ti*ust an honest feeling. 

None will come to do thee harm. 

LiTTXE son of Summer go. 
Prithee do not teaze me so. 

Last eyening, as I sat musing on the cares 
and vexations of life, and regardless of the sur- 
rounding objects, he alighted and bit a large 
mouthful from my right leg, which was crossed 
and moving gently backwards and forwards. 
Now, at a time when the memory of ** Joys de- 
parted," and the disappointments of youth com- 
bine to vex us, could it be possible to bear un- 
moved this arrogance and ingratitude ? No, sir, 
I seized the ruiBan and would have immediately 
annihilated him had not revenge prompted a se- 
verer punishment. I hastened to the highest 
chamber in the house, and forgetting, in my 
anger, that he had wings, threw him headlong 
from the window, with a fuU deti^rmination to 
have broken every bone in his execrable body. 
Firmly believing my design was executed, I a- 
gain descended with an intention to give his mu- 
tilated carcase to an old, and respectable spider 
who has taken up his abode in the wood-pile, 
and obtains for himself a comfortable subsis- 
tance by dissecting the dead bodies of felon flies. 
But what was my surprize on missing him, a^d 
casting an eye upwards, to behold this monster 

B 2 
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jierehed oa ibe €»▼€• of the lio««r ; errry 
ligaaot jnmele at bis diabolieal ▼ismge distarted 
with laughter. After toine tiaie he eonpoacd 
hii fbatufet aad told moy with all the calamess 
of maliee s^orethooght^ that I was a fool ; then, 
with an impudent sneer^ flew olF— forever. 



MT BABBEB. 

Vnio is it stands in yonder shop. 
Under the pole, where every fop. 
May get a fksUonable crop 7 

My Barber. 

Who is it rises every raom^ 

His fellow creatures to adom^ 

By dint of steel, of soap and horn ? 

My Barber* 

"^Vho is it, every other day, 

Takes ft*om my face the ftirze away. 

And makes me feel as light as day ? 

My Barber. 

Who is it smoothes my brow of oare. 

Divesting it of useless hair ; 

And rubs the perfum'd treasure there ? 

My Barber. 

Who is it combs Pelinda's hair. 
When for the ball, she would prepare, 
TV> look most fine and killing fkir ? 

My Barber ! 
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And shall I ever cease to be, 
A constant customer to thee ; 
Who, kindly does so much for me ? 

My Barber. 

** Ah no^ the thought I cannot bear," 
And always when perple:|'d with hair. 
To thy snug shop. will I repair. 

My Barber. 

E'en now, 1 feci my beard too long. 
Come, shave me, to repay my song; 
And all the briMes shall belong 

To you. My BarbfTr. 



TO NAPOLEON. 

Napoleon, when thy greatness rose. 
Proud, on the height of human woes : 

Conspicuous, and alone : 
When, by Hypocrisy carest. 
In robes of wild ambition drest^ 

Tou fiU'd a treacherous throne. 

Did indignation fire my heart. 

Did horror make my bosom smi^rtj . 

At deeds of blackest hue ? 
No, for experience told my mind. 
Had you. not trampled on mankind 

Mankind had trod on you. 
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SONNET TO A CHIMNEY SWEEPEB. 

POOR shiv'ring wight in tatter'd garb arrayed 
How much I pity thee ; fop, by my soul. 
Misfortune hangs around thy sooty form 
As if she elaim'd a kindred title there. 
Cold is the morning air; and tho^ thy song 
May seem in others' ears as sounds of mirth ; 
Methinks there's more of sadness in the strain. 
And my heart grieves for thee. Now, tell me boy. 
How far must morning go ere thou receive 
Thy scanty meal, hard earn'd, and hardly given ? 
Nature has not been bounteous to thy years. 
And fate has thrown thee in some sullen hour 
Upon a. world where thou perforce must weep ; 
Where few, but villains, find a heart to smile. 



APOLOGY TO NAPOLEON, 

FOR having inadvertently, placed some lines, 
addressed to his Imperial highness, just before 
a few to " a Chimney sweep" and directly after 
some to my harher. 

NafoIiEon, you woiild scorn, to find 
Your spUndidf nanie e'er come behind. 
That of another. 

'Tis own'd, the bard was much to blame. 
He took the triJUs as they came. 

And scarce knew one from t'other. 
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little sweep^ with sooty face^ * 
>'d sense enough to know his place ; 
Came, modestly^ behind you. 

Mr. Lather-hox and ra»or, 
gcown so sharp, in those dull days sir. 
He didn't feel inclin'd to. 



TO MARY. 

Bose, that weeps with morning dew, 
inds me, lovely girl, of you ; 
ath the blessings Heaven scmds, 
tender, fragrant blossom, bends, 
tho' its head salutes the ground, 
sweetens all the air around, 
morning Sun, in splendor drest, 
Bs to the lovely flower distrest; 

with invigorating power, 
9res it to an happier hour, 
uld not, Mary, chide thy tears, 
3ted virtue Heaven reveres. 
[et not blessings, in disguise, 

the blue beauty of thine eyes, 
h's sorrows will not always last — 
tie while, and aH are past. 
, like the rose's morning dew, 
tears shall be exhal'd from yon, 
SUIT OF PEACE, shall sweetly shine, 

Mary bloom ajlower divine^ 



{ 
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ON A CIGAR. 

Who can blame the gen'rous leafy 
Balmy antidote to grief? 
Who the mild Cigar despise^ 
In which such hidden virtue lies 7 

It soothes and aids us when we thinks 
Giyes a zest to wine we drink ; 
Infuses pleasure ; sends despair^ 
Serpentining^ into air. 

It heightens conyerse ; and it warms 
The heart to social pleasure's charms ; 
Adds to the spngy and ey'ry joke 
Shines brighter, through a cloud of smoke. 

With a Cigar, in pensiye mood, 
I moralize in solitude ; 
In its decrease I read my end— ^ 
Dread lecture of a dying friend. 

Like thee, at first, from earth I came ; 
Iteceiv'd a form ; was giy'n a name-— 
After a few short puffs, I mu^t. 
Moulder, like thee, to native dust. 



to Miss H. G—ite'. 

If you are good and wise, then we 
Have all the heart desires ; 

If you are not, your eyes must be 
Two most confounded liars. 
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CUPID AND HIS MOTHER. 

Said Capid, to his mother, onee— 

Maminay yoang Ned^s an arrant dunee ; 

By him the charming Jane was seen^ 

Lightly dancing on the green. 

I've shown him Hannah's blooming cheeky 

Let him hear lov'd Emma speak^ 

Lueia's lovely form he's seen, 

Fanny's unaffected mien 5 

He has heard Eliza play 

Melting music ; every way 

That art can dictate, I have tried 

To touch his heart ; but, oh ! my pride ! 

In vain for him Eliza flings 

Her taper fingers o'er the strings, 

Not Fanny's unaffected mien, 

Nor Lucia's lovely form is seen. 

Emma, eloquence may try. 

And Hannah's cheek with roses vie 

The pretty props of Jenny's frame. 

Might dance from June till Christmas came. 

Not one of them can fix my dart 

In his invulnerable heart. 

What shall I do, my mother, say. 

To make the. stubborn stuff give way? 

I know, my dear, the mother said, 

A most incomparable maid-^ 

With all the ehM*ms^f all the rest 

Combin'd together; in her breast 

Emma's gentle spirit reigns, 

Her coral lips breathe Dulcet strains ; 
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Lucia's loyely form' she bears, 

The rose of Hannah's eheek she wears; 

Eliza listens while she plays, \ 

Lost in envy and amaze ; .J. 

Would she danee upon the green, 

Jane's little heart would burst with spleen. 

Show him Kitty's speaking eye ; 

Bid his frozen bosom sigh. 

The Boy obey'd, on ready wing, 
And Ned does nothing now but sing-— I 

** Tell me, babbling Echo, why .fl 

You return me sigh for sigh ?'* :fi1 

■ I 

THE ENQUIRY. 

Who is she with auburn hair, ^^ 

Mild blue eyes and forehead fair 5 
Ivory teeth, and dimpled chin. 
Bosom bland, and pure within : 
Mouth, that well becomes a smile, , 

Lips, that never utter'd guile ; 
And many a charm that lurks unseen, 
Yeil'd in a virgin's modest mien ? 

'Tis Mary has the charms you tell. 
For in her breast does Heav'n dwell ; 
Her lips have never utter'd guile. 
Sweetly her mouth becomes a smile ; 
Her teeth with polish'd iv'ry Ties, 
And mild and blue are Marifs eyes : 
Around her waist is Dian's zone, 
And modesty is all her own. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF S. Y. Esq. 

As late I linger'd^ near a GrraTe, aew madCf 
Soft sounds, these aeeents, to my ears eonvey'd ; 
^' Come Yirtiie, Love and Pity, hither bend. 
In mouraful sUenee, o'er a fallen friend ; 
Come Worth and Honor, to the Soldier's graye. 
And mourn the early exit of the braTe. 
* Ye Brethren of the mystie tie/ draw near ; 
An honored Mason claims an honored tear. 
Religion, and Beneyolence Diyine, 
Bring tears of sorrow to your Yot'ry's shrine ; 
Come Friendship and AlKeetion, elose the train. 
And pro'Cfi terrestrial happiness is rain. 
Behold your friend cut down, in all his prime. 
Ere yet one lock was silver'd o'er by time.'' 
Now ceas'd the sounds ; when lo ! with fun'ral 

song. 
In sad procession, moy'd the band along. 
Slow, to the mansion of the Dead, they bore 
The Man of Worth, whom men of worth deplore. 
Deep, in the cell of Death, his form they laid. 
And painful tributes to his mem'ry paid. 
Low, on their arms, the Soldiers bend in grief; 
Think of the man they lov'd, and mourn their 

Chief. 
Masonic rites. Masonic Brothers paid. 
And Btrew'd their laurels where their Brother 

laid. 
As Beauty's bosom heay'd the rending sigh. 
The pearly dew-drop trembled in her eye ; 
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Adown her cheek the mournful fragments fell^ 
And dried upon her snowy bosom's swell* 
The Preaeher bade us emulate the just. 
And leave his frailties with him, in the dust; 
Pray'd Heav'n to ease the suflT'ring mourner'^ 

pain. 
Cool/ the mad fever of her burning brain ; 
To shield the infants of the Man of Worth, 
And so consign'd his body to the earth. 
Touched by the tender scene I left the sod. 
Resigned my wishes, and my fate to God ; 
Convinced, that he, who, thus lamented dies. 
Still lives in bliss ; though here his body lies ; 
For good men's sighs and beauty's tears are giv'to. 
For wings to wsift departed Saints to Heav'n. 



STANZAS. 

As I gaz'd on the star that plays over the 

mountain. 
Reflection and sorrow came home to my heart ; 
The streams of regret issued forth from their 

fAintain, 
And the sigh of despondence did lingering depart. 

DsLusivfi, fond hope, had I never believ'd 
thee, 

I yet had known happiness — ^might have been 
blest ; 

But born for your victim, you came and de- 
ceived me. 

And planted those passions, that poison my rest. 
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Xow^ Sir, my design is to expose a being 
whose every feature is darkened with this blaek 
enormity. In the chamber where the principal 
part of my time is passed, a Fly has a long 
while been my companion : as there is no kind 
of provision kept in the room, I have ever re- 
membered him on returning from my meals, so 
that by my c^re and attention he has become as 
fat as a partridge, and is at this moment in as 
good order as any fly in the county of Kenne- 
bec* But, how am I paid for this disinterested 
kindess ? Poorly, you may rely on it : he has 
been constantly buzzing his slanderous discord in 
my ears. I have lectured him frequently on his 
ungenerous conduct, but without any desirable 
effect. I have teazed, scolded and coaxed, and 
even once took the pains to address him the fol- 
lowing sonnet, but it availed nothing, and pa* 
tience at length became entirely exhausted. 

SONNET TO A FLY. ^ 

Soir of Summer, child of leisure. 

Buz pot thus around my form ; 
Little gilded speck of pleasure, 

Teaze me not, for I am warm. 

It would grieve me sore to wound thee. 

Pain my heart to do thee harm ; 
Keep not buzzing then around me, 

Teaze me not, for I am warm. 
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EPITAPH ON A BABBBR. 

Here 

are deposited 

the remains of 

FRANK FRIZZLE, 

late 

of this eounijf 

Barber and Hair-drester. 

By birth 

a 

Pole-ander. 

Hb was distinguished for his petuirating tem- 
per ; and his numerous patrons knew the keenness 
of his judgment. Jictioe in the sphere he moved, 
he early arrived at the head of his business. In* 
dependent in his nature, he has often taken pride 
by the nose, and has many a time lathered im- 
pudence. He was not much of a politician, but 
could tell a Wig fi*om a Tory. Though he des- 
pised low actions, yet none, strange as it may 
^seem, stooped oftener to meanness. He was ex- 
pert at picking locks ; yet, was neyer known to 
have done it with dishonest intentions. He was 
an excellent physiognomist, and so insinuating 
in his manners, he could iBnd the secret work- 
ing of men* 3 heads, and, like the immortal 
Shakespeare, hehdd the mirror up to nature. Al- 
though he had nothing to do with the trade, ho 
was as full of shavings as a house carpenter* 
He associated with men of talents, but prefer- 

c % 
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red ftIoefclMa4« for his eonstant eompanionsy iBnd- 
ing them sabseryient to his sehemes for aceumu- 
lating wealthy he kept them merely as his tools 
TO WORK ON. Thus did he pass his sojourn a- 
mongst us, until de&th's ehilling blast extinguish* 
ed the spark that warmed his pomatum. This 
last job gave the Jinished stroke to his business, 
and he lies here until that old pulveriser Time, 
shall reduce him to powder. The bearded grass 
nods o'er his cold habitation, and the fanning 
west wind brushes gently by him. 

Gentxe Readeu, 

If this melancholy recital 

should 

Baise the Bristles of thy head, 

please to call on 

Beitjamin Frizzle, 

his 
Heir and Successor, 

Whose consolatory applications will lighten thy 
brow of care, and make thy pericranium as 
smooth as a rasior strap. 



EPITAPH ON A YOUNG LADY. 

This earth conceals what once with life was 

warm. 
And held perfection in th^lfairest form; 
What is it now ? (Reflection too severe !) 
Tell it ye thinking) and ye thougthless, hear. 



#' • 
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TO HIS MAJESTY, 
GEOMGE III. 

My good and gehtle George, why don*t you die I 

'Tis really time ; 

You've been so long^ 

Out of your prime, 

'Tis an old song i 
And like an old, dead lo^, 'tis very dry. 

What 4o you think, Geoi^, of the aetion> 

Between hvlIi and dacses ? 
Hull paid him up, to a very fraction \ 

Hull, don't carry ^jiakersi 

GEOBOEy it might saTe your subjects pain> - 

If you'd teU Dacres ; 
When he comes this way again, 
Tq look out for breakers ; 

All along our shore 

There's a Commodore. 

We've many hulls in this dominion, 

Tho' times are dull ; 
There's many a mobbis too, in my opinion. 

As good as HULL ; 
Therefore, O King ! inform your boasting elves. 
For fear, like dacbes, they inform themsdves. 

Poor dacres ! upon my word I pitied him. 

He's a BRITON, brave ; 
But Hull's a YANKEE, and outwitted him. 

Even on the wave. 
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George^ did'nt Neptune wonder ! 
To see your boasted flag knock under ? 
Pray tell us, don't it spoil the song^ 
Of Rule Britannia — Get along. 



MARIA. 



Thb smile, that decks Maria's face. 
Gives polish'd yirtue double graee ; 
And health her eheek so sweetly flusheiSt 
It dims the richest rose's blushes, 

Thb curls, that on her bosom ride 
In proud array, her charms to hide ; 
Do with more potent power reyeaU 
"What they woidd, cruelly, conceal. 

Fo« zephyrs, sporting, find the fair, 
And gather half their sweets from there : 
Throw each, enamour'd, tress aside. 
And show, what, 'tis a sin to hide. 

Thb dimples which her mouth surround. 
Drink fl*agrance, that she breathes around » 
Her lips, twin rose buds, part, and show 
Of pearl, a most enchanting row. 

Thus, eyery eharm, that deeks the maid^ 
Is with some other charm inlaid ; 
The smile, the lips, the dimplesi tresses^ 
All fire the lover for caresses. 
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THE AUTUMNAL MONITOR. 

SONNET. 

'TwAs in that season when the gelid breath 
Of blasting Autumn chill'd the dreary heathy 
Cheerlees I wander'd ; when from yonder tree 
The ehild of Ruin and unpitying Time 
Fell in my bosom ; a poor faded leaf 
Claim'dy from the general waste, proteetion there. 
Methotfght, it eame^ a monitor, from Heayen 
And whispered thus ; Behold thy certain fate ; 
And, Oh ! improye the lesson whilst you may. 
Thy Spring has past, thy Summer fades apaee^ 
Devouring Autumn comes with rapid strides 
Threatening destruction ; ere it be too late 
Steer for the bosom of that pitying friend 
Whose power can save thee from the wreck of 
Time. 



To M^^^ ##*# 

Ubg'd by the fear of want which eycn now 
(Like a big man of war) heaves full in sight 
I quit these shores, to seek in foreign climes 
A gentler fortune, and more calm repose : 
But ere I go, must leave an artless line, 
And through my heart, th' incondite strain 
^ revolves. 

Accept thi9 offering of my humble muse. 
Grateful memorial of my fix'd esteem 



22 

ON A CIGAR. 

Who can blame the gen'rous leafy 
Balmy antidote to grief? 
Who the mild Cigar despise^ 
In ^hieh sueh hidden virtue lies ? 

It soothes and aids us when we think» 
Gives a zest to wine we drink ; 
Infuses pleasure ; sends despair^ 
Serpentining, into air. 

It heightens converse ; and it warms 
The heart to soeial pleasure's charms ; 
Adds to the song, and ev'ry joke 
Shines brighter^ through a cloud of smoke* 

With a Cigar, in pensive mood^ 
I moralize in solitude ; 
In its decrease I read my end— ^ 
Dread lecture of a dying friend. 

Like thee, at first, from earth I came ; 
j^eceiv'd a form ; was giv'n a name- 
After a few short puffs, I must, 
Moulder, like thee^ to native dust. 



to Miss H. G^—itei 

If you are good and wise, then we 
Have all the heart desires ; 

If you are not, your eyes must be 
Two most confounded liars. 
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CUPID AND HIS MOTHER. 

Said Cupid, to his mother, onee — 

Mamma, yoang Ned's an arrant dunce ; 

By him the charming Jane was seen^ 

Lightly dancing on the green. 

I've shown him Hannah's blooming cheeky 

Let him hear lov'd Emma speaks 

Lucia's lovely form he's seen, 

Fanny's unaffected mien ; 

He has heard Eliza play 

Melting music ; every way 

That art can dictate, I have tried 

To touch his heart ; but, oh ! my pride ! 

In vain for him Eliza flings 

Her taper fingers o'er the strings. 

Not Fanny's unaffected mien, 

Nor Lucia's lovely form is seen. 

Emma, eloquence may try, 

And Hannah's cheek with roses vie 

The pretty props of Jenny's frame. 

Might dance from June till Christmas came, 

Not one of them can fix my dart 

In his invulnefahle heart. 

What shall I do, my mother, say. 

To make the. stubborn stuff* give wayZ 

I know, my dear> the motlier said, 

A most incomparable maid — 

With all the eharms^of all the rest 

Combin'd together ; in her breast 

Emma's gentle spirit reigns. 

Her coral lips breathe Dulcet strains ; 
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Lucia's lovely form' she bears, 

The rose of Hannah's cheek she wears; 

Eliza listens while she plays. 

Lost in envy and amaze ; 

Would she dance upon the green, 

Jane's little heart would burst with spleen. 

Show him Kitty's speaking eye ; 

Bid bis frozen bosom sigh. 

The Boy obey'd, on ready wing, 
And Ned does nothing now but sing— 
*^ Tell me, babbling Echo, why 
You return me sigh for sigh ?" 



THE ENQUIRY. 

Who is she with auburn hair. 
Mild blue eyes and forehead fair ; 
Ivory teeth, and dimpled chin. 
Bosom bland, and pure within : 
Mouth, that well becomes a smile, 
Lips, that never utter'd guile ; 
And many a charm that lurks unseen, 
Yeil'd in a virgin's modest mien ? 

'Tis Mary has the charms you tell. 
For in her breast does Heav'n dwell 5 
Her lips have neyer utter'd guile. 
Sweetly her mouth becomes a smile ; 
Her teeth with polish'd iv'ry vies. 
And mild and blue are Mary^s eyes : 
Around her waist is Dian's zone, 
And modesty is all her own. 
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TO Miss E. G. 

When the rending misfortunefi of life are per- 
yadingf 
The heart that affection^ and friend ship eanmoye; 
How sweeet is the yoice of a friend serenading 
The bosom unhappy — ^with music of ioyb. 

When desponding in pain^ when in sickness 
we languish. 
What comfort the Girl we adore may impart ; 
Her lips, as they open, will mitigate anguish. 
And the pearl, in her eye, soothes the pain in 
the heart. 

Eliza, when life, in this frame, is expiring ^ 
Wilt thou bend, o'er my pillow, and whisper 

adieu ? 
The spark, from the wicket as feebly retiring, 
Shall be tipt with a blessing and breathe it on 

you. 



TOM.. 

Mart, I swear, by something fail*. 
By something lovely, and divine ; 

Which means, dear girl, I swear by you ; 
That, for the bliss of one sweet kiss 
From those dear lips of thine, 

FU freely give thee two. 

C 
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TO THE MEMORY OF S. V. Esq. 

As late I linger'dy near a Grave^ new madCf 
Soft sounds^ these accents, to my ears conyey'd ; 
^^Come Virtue, Love and Pity, hither bend^ 
In mournful silence, o'er a fallen friend ; 
Come Worth and Honor, to the Soldier's grave^ 
And mourn the early exit of the brave. 
*.Ye Brethren of the mystic tie,* draw near ; 
An honor'd Mason claims an honored tear. 
Religion, and Benevolence Divine, 
Bring tears of sorrow to your Votary's shrine J 
Come Friendship and AiTeetion, close the train. 
And prove terrestrial happiness is vain. 
Behold your friend cut down, in all his prime. 
Ere yet one lock was silver'd o'er by time.^ 
Now ceased the sounds ; when lo ! with fun'ral 

song, 
' In sad procession, mov'd the band along. 

Slow, to the mansion of the Dead, they bore 
* The Man of Worth, whom men of worth deplore. 
Deep, in the cell of Death, his form they laid. 
And painful tributes to his mem'ry paid. 
Low, on their arms, the Soldiers bend in grief; 
Think of the man they lov'd, and mourn tlieir 

Chief. 
Masonic rites. Masonic Brothers paid. 
And strew'd their laurels where their Brother 

laid. 
As Beauty's bosom beav'd the rending sigh. 
The pearly dew-drop trembled in her eye ; 
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Adown her cheek the mournfbl fragments felU 
And dried upon her snowy bosom's swelL 
The Preaeher bade us emuUite the just. 
And leave his frailties with him^ in the dust; 
Piay'd Heay'n to ease the suffering mourner'^ 

paiuy 
CooVthe mad fever of her burning brain ; 
To shield the infants of the Man of Worth, 
And so consigned his body to the earth. 
Touch'd by the tender scene I left the sod. 
Resigned my wishes, and my fate to God ; 
Convine'd, that he, who, thus lamented dies. 
Still lives in bliss ; though here his body lies ; 
For good men's sighs and beauty's tears are giv^. 
For wings to wsift departed Saints to Heav'n* 



STANZAS. 

As I gaz'd on the star that plays o?er tks 

mountain. 
Reflection and sorrow came home to my heart ; 
The streams of regret issued forth fifom their 

fmintain. 
And the sigh of despondence did lingering depart 

Delusive, fond hope, had I never believ'd 
thee, 

I yet had known happiness — ^might have been 
blest ; 

But born for your victim, you came and de- 
ceived me. 

And planted those passions, that poison my rest. 
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Whbbb now are those joys^ held to ydung ex- 
pectation ? • 
Those pleasures you promis'd^ in manhood should 

bloom ? 
Alas ! I see nought^ hut deceit and vexation ; 
No rest, to befriend me^ but rest from the tomb. 



EPITAPH. 

^ SfRANGERy in this narrow cell> 
Bests the once loy'd Isabel ; 
Once the generous friend sincere^ 
Once the doating mother dear ; 
Early call'd to meet her doom ; 
Early call'd to fill the gloom 
Of this dark and silent caye^ 
Of this cold, but honor'd grave. 

Stranger wilt thou grant a tear ? 
Youth and beauty moulder here ; 
Friendship mingles with the dust , 
Chillness weds the fair and just ; 
Cold the heart to virtue prone^ 
ClosM the eyes where goodness slione^ 
The lovely lips whence wisdom broke ; 
Are eover'd with corruption's cloak. 

Generous Stranger, stay thy tears : 
G09 dismiss thy honest fears. 
Tho' in this uncomely cell^ 
Rests the form of Isabel : 
In a blest, and bright abode, 
Qer pure spirit dwells with God. 
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EPITAPH ON A BARBER. 

Here 

are deposited 

the remains of 

FRANK FRIZZLE, 

late 

of this eounty. 

Barber and Hair-dresser. 

By birth 

a 

Pole-ander. 

He was distinguished for his pmdrating tem- 
per ; and his numerous patrons knew the htenness 
of his judgment. Aetioe in the sphere he mavedf 
he early arrived at the head of his business. In* 
dependent in his nature, he has often taken pride 
by the nosey and has many a time lathered im- 
pudence. He was not much of a politician, but 
eould tell a Wig from a Tory. Though he des- 
pised low actions, yet none, strange as it may 
^seem, stooped oftencr to meanness. He was ex- 
pert at picking locks ; yet, was never known ta 
have done it with dishonest intentions. He was 
an excellent physiognomist, and so insinuating 
in his manners, he could find the secret work- 
ing of nten'd heads, and, like the immortal 
Shakespeare, heheld the mirror up to nature* Al- 
though he had nothing to do with the trade, he 
was as full of shavings as a house carpenter. 
He assoeiated with men of talents, but prefer- 

o 2. 
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red hloekh$ai$ for his constant eompanions, find- 
ing them subservient to his schemes for accumu- 
lating wealthy he kept them merely as his tooi*s 
TO WORK ON. Thus did he pass his sojourn a- 
mongst us, until death's chilling blast extinguish* 
ed the spark that warmed his pomatum. This 
last job gave thejinished stroke to his business, 
and he lies here until that old pulveri%er Time, 
shall reduce him to powder. The bearded grass 
nods o'er his cold habitation, and the fanning 
west wind brushes gently by him. 

Gentle Reader, 
^ If this melancholy recital 

should 

Baise the Bristles of thy head, 

please to call on 

Benjamin Frizzle, 

his 
Heir and Successor, 

Whose consolatory applications will lighten thy 
brow of care, and make thy pericranium as 
smooth as a ra%or strap. 



EPITAPH ON A YOUNG LADY. 

This earth conceals what once with life was 
warm. 
And held perfection in th^ 'fairest form^ 
What is it now ? (Reflection too severe !) 
Tell it ye thinking, and ye thougthless, hear* 
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TO ras MAJESTY, 
GEOMGE III. 

My good and gehtle George, why don't you die ?. 

*Tis really time ; 

You've been so long. 

Out of your prime, 

'Tis an old song ; 
And like an old, dead lo^, 'tis very dry. 

What do you think, George, of the aetion> 

Between nvhh and dacses ? 
Hull paid him up, to a very fraction ; 

Hull, don't carry ^idkers^ 

George, it might save your subjects pain> - 

If you'd tell Dacres ; 
When he comes this way again, 
Tq look out for breakers ; 

All along our shore 

There's a Commodore* 

We've many huixs in this dominion, 

Tho' times are dull ; 
There's many a morris too, in my opinion. 

As good as HULL ; 
Therefore, O King ! inform your boasting elves. 
For fear, like dacres, they inform themsdves. 

Poor dacres ! upon my word I pitied him. 

He's a BRITON, brave ; 
But Hull's a YANKEE, and outwitted him. 

Even on the wave. 
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George^ did'nt Neptune wonder ! 
To see your boasted flag knock under ? 
Pray tell us, don't it spoil the song^ 
Of Rule Britannia^— G^ along* 



MARIA. 



The smile, that decks Maria's face. 
Gives polish'd yirtue double grace ; 
And health her cheek so sweetly flusheiSt 
It dims the richest rose's blushes. 

Thb curls, that on her bosom ride 
In proud array, her charms to hide ; 
Do with more potent power reveal^ 
"What they woidd, cruelly, conceal. 

Fo9 zephyrs, sporting, find the fair, 
And gather half their sweets from there : 
Throw each, enamour'd, tress aside. 
And show, what, 'tis a sin to hide. 

The dimples which her mouth surround. 
Drink fhtgrance, that she breathes around # 
Her lips, twin rose buds, part, and show 
Of pearl, a most enchanting row. 

Thus, eyery eharm, that deeks the maid^ 
Is with some other charm inlaid ; 
The smile, the lips, the dimplesi tresses^ 
All fire the lover for caresses. 
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THE AUTUMNAL MONITOR. 

SONNET. 

'TwAs in that season when the gelid breath 
Of blasting Autumn chill'd the dreary heathy 
Cheerlees I wander'd; when from yonder tree 
The ehild of Ruin and unpitying Time 
Pell in my bosom ; a poor faded leaf 
Claim'dy from the general waste^ proteetion there. 
Methoughty it eame^ a MONixoSf from Heaven 
And whispered thus ; Behold thy certain fate ; 
And; Oh ! improye the lesson whilst you may. 
Thy Spring has past; thy Summer fades apaee^ 
Devouring Autumn comes with rapid strides 
Throat'ning destruction ; ere it be too late 
Steer for the bosom of that pitying friend 
Whose power can save thee from the wreck of 
Time. 



To M^*^ ##*# 

Ubg'd by the fear of want which eycn now 
(Like a big man of war) heaves full in sight 
I quit these shores^ to seek in foreign climes 
A gentler fortune^ and more calm repose : 
But ere I go, must leave an artless line. 
And through my heart, th' incondite strain 
^ revolves. 

Accept thi9 offering of my humble muse. 
Grateful memorial of my fix'd esteem 



1 
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For thee^ dear girl» whose soeial eonyerse^ oft 
Beguil'd the sulleii hours ; or added mirth 
To gild the happy passing moments^ when 
The heart was tranquil, and the mind serene. 

Oft when the seas in eivil discord rise^ 
When the rude billows in contention toss. 
And seamen bustle round the bounding ship— > 
I, to my lonely cabin, will retire 





PeiAsive, will view^^e beauteous seene 
Amd wtth the sy miiathett|a{2^t^ 

How fiBSubsttiHlflil is tfSs cSirtfiJy state ! 
How fickle e¥ery sublunary joy : 
One hour, exulting, midst the flowers we rove ; 
The next, desponding, tread on briers and thorns. 
Fortune delights to persecute us still ; 
And cruel fate, with unrelenting frown. 
Pushes us ever from the joys we prize. 

Ont thee, dear girl, may every blessing wait ; 
May partial fortune cull, her choicest flowers 
For thee, and smiling, make thy breast their bed. 
Soon may some happy man, with talents bless'd 
Thy virtues to discern, thy merits prize. 
Lead thee, whilst Hymen lights his lamp of love. 
Forth, blushing, to the altai* ; there to vpw 
Perpetual friendship, and a life of love. \ " 
Heaven-form'd union ! from his fond embrace 
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A daring ^Mgeny shall spring to ligkt^ 
Endowed with all their father's power to please^ 
With all their mother's glowing yirtnes blest. 

But see the busy sailors man the yards^ 
The loosijen'd sails entice the wanton breeze — 
A swelling bosom all displayed to view ! 
The signal waving warns us to depart. 
Oh ! grant one little boon before I go : 
Deny me not the bounty of a kiss^ 
Whieh ever in remembrance I'll retain. 
nnien^ when t hear them boast their sable sweets^ 
The juice of sorrow squecz'd from slav'ry's 
' brow — 

I'll stop the vaunting of the braggarts' tongues^ 
And tell them of the nectar of thy lips. 

— Adibu ! — ^Thy name shall be to mem'ry dear^ 
Whilst sweet affection claims a dwelling here. 
May love and friendship wait upon thy will^ 
May peace and pleasure be thy haadmaids still : 
May each succeeding year thy joys renew ; 
Delightful woman ! once again adieu. 



ACROSTIC REVERSED. 

No busy cares find entrance to thy breast^ 
Or rob thy bosom of it's evening's rest. 
Smooth as yon river glide your days along^ 
In mirth and ease^ in merriment and song. 
Trust me, my friend, it is not envy moves. 
And what I now assert my heart approves. 
PleasM^ I behold you happy ; may you still 



/ 
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Shine, Fortune's son, have pleasure at your 
Each day sueceeding, show a fairer page ; 
May you be happy both in youth and age. 
And after many a year of pleasure, past. 
Just look (without a groan) to HeaT% and breathe 
your last. 



AUGUSTA. 

Where hills and Tallies, in alternate ehangc^ 
With variegated prospects greet the eye ; 
Where Kennebec glides, limpid, through the arch 
Of a well formed, and strong ereeted bridge. 
Appears Augusta. — ^There, inhaling sweets 
Of air salubrious, borne on Zephyr's wing. 
In spring's soft season, and in summer's heat^ 
Her beauteous daughters and her sons reside. 
There native Industry, with noble toil. 
Improves his field, or yokes his patient team 
To send the produce of his labors forth. 
There, too, the Merchant deals in ten per eent.^ 
All mindful of his gain ; and vends his goods 
For useful cash, that solace of our woes ; 
That sweet companion through the storms of life. 
There, too, the Beau, with smiling aspect, waits, 
(<< Whilst secret pleasure warms his glowing 

breast") 
Proud of the honor, on the blushing fair. 
There Law and Justice reign ; and there, aloud 
**The deep ton'd bell," each Sabbath mom pro- 
claims 
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» 

The duties of the day, the hour of pKiy'r^ 
ilail hallow'd day ! assembling mea to join 
In adoration to the God of alL 
In ev'ry elime, where sweet Religion reigns^ 
Saered art thou ! and prayers, and hymns of 

praise, 
^^In one united ardor, rise to heaven." 
This day, full many a pastor of renown 
Pourtrays Religion, in her fairest form ; 
The Saviour's spirit breathing through his lips. 
With holy fervor ; whilst his visage beams 
The mild persuasion of the Sox of God. 

To thee, Augusta, will I wake the song. 
With more extatic pleasure, than ere yet 
Ilas, poet, to his Mistress, strung the lyre. 
Thy tow'ring hills, thy low descending vales, 
^rby fields enamcll'd, and thy vocal woods ^ 
Thy timid daughters, and thy sturdy sons. 
Shall make the muse delighted with the theme ; 
Thy neat and simple mansions, plenty crown'd. 
But, unallied to luxury ; the abodes 
Of pure domestic joy, and social bliss. 

Whbn sable night no longer veils the scene, 
And the day's parent wakes the world to life ; 
Hisiug, himself, in £astern splendor deck'd. 
And gilding Nature's scenes to fancy's eye i 
How sweet, to cast from yonder bliss-crown'd 

height. 
The ardent gaze of admiration round. 
The village smoke curls beauteous into clouds ^ 

D 
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Labour ^alks whistling forth ; the milk-maid 

trips, 
Blythesome across the field; — and Emma too. 
Forsakes her pillow for the mornini;^ breeze : 
Health flushes on her cheeks, and from her eyes 
Love darts unerring quivers. Fair is she, 
And wise, and good, and happy is the youth. 
For whom such Beauty feels responsive love. 
The woods resound to thousand different notes ; 
The night-bird flies, circuitous, carousing late, 
Too prodigal of hours that were his own, 
Blinded by day, sees nothing, but his fault ; 
And like a ruin*d spendthrift of his time. 
Repents, too late, bewilder'd in his way. 
The swallow skims the breeze, and down the 

stream, 
In cumberous length, moves the slow raft along. 

TuESE are the morning's charms; and when 
the Sun 
Finds his career half finished, still we hear 
The sounds of mirth and labour, wide around. 

Such is the land where Peace and Plenty reign; 
But where th' Oppressor's sword Destruction 

deals. 
May Pity, well exclaim — " How changed the 

scene !'* 
And mourn the victims of a Tyi'ant's will. 
The torch, that lights ambition to his throne. 
With Ruin glares : Its pallid bearer. Sin ; 
The haggai-d guards are Envy and Revenge. 
In guilty ambush, there dark Treason lurks. 
In frantic gestures, big with horrid joy, , 
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Fraud, Falsehood, Rapine, Murder, revel rouutl. 
This scene is hateful — let us fly the abode 
Of guilt and mis'rj'. Evening comes apace. 

Uow few, among the busy sons of earth. 
Know the soft magic of the twilight hour : 
It comes unnoticed, and it goes forgot. 
How few when Cynthia spreads around the world 
Her silver lustre, taste the bliss of life : 
The bliss of life is sympathy; friendship's balm: 
Silent interpreter of sever'd friends. 
The hour of rest has come, and silence reigns : 
The business of the day is heard no more. 
Again Labor has sought repose, and once again 
Are Emma, and the milk-maid wrapp'd in sleep. 
How calm and still the hour ! Reflection pause. 
And ponder o'er yon mansion of tKe dead : 
What heaps of graves ! The forms of many a saint. 
Who gave a zest to being, moulder there. 
Meanwhile their gentle spirits flit around 
To guard the friends they lov'd; andoh, perhaps 
Believe themselres-negleitied and forgot ! 
Why no enclosure round the humble space 
They now inhabit ? Why the fences left. 
All trodden down, ami given to decay? 
What disrespect to kindred dead ! But late, 
(The tale is solemn and demands an ear ;) 
A Riifiian drove his team ; repeated blows 
Had made his beasts unruly ; and at length. 
Despising all restraint, they left the road. 
And there o'erturn'd their charge. Now pas- 
sion sweird, 
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Unboiaiidedy in their driver lAe, in rage^ 
(Like an inhuman nionster9 as he "was) 
Upon that sacred spot blasphemed his God^ 
And Tented curses on th' unconscious turf. 
'Tis midnight; and the village sleeps in peaee« 
'*May peace be with her,'* be the AngePs Prayer. 



To M On Riches. . 

Riches can many a joy impart | 

Can many a want remove ; 
But cannot buy a Feeling Heart, 

Or purchase Truth, or Love. 

Those blessings of celestial birth. 

Descended from the skies. 
Have sought a residence on earth. 

And fix'd in Mary's eyes. 

Where Cupid wrote, with plumes (His said) 
Pluck'd from his Mother's Dove ; 

Whoever looks upon this Maid, 
Shall be condemned to love. 



EPITAPH 

To the Memory of S. Vose Esq. . 

Reader^ if love of worth thy bosom warm, / 
If Virtue please thee, or, if friendship charm ; 
Upon this marble drop a tender tear, 
Worth, Virtue, Friendship, all are buried hore. 
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THE MARRIAGE ANNIVERSARY. 

To prove that constancy resides on earth 
When beauteous virtue weds to manly worth. 
The lyre resounds, for verily, we, deem. 
The praise of wedlock is an honest theme. 
The young Eliza void of art or guile, 
Bloom'd, like the flower, that greets the morn- 
ing's smile. 
When Edward saw her first, his heart was free. 
And none were strangers more^ than love, and he. 
^Twas then that Cupid did the flame inspire. 
And darted thro' his veins the fev'rish fire ; 
Soon as he saw, the silken snare was laid. 
On the pure bosom of the blue ey'd maid. 
Venus grew pleas'd, the chaste diana gay, 
MiKBRVA, waited on the marriage dayJ 

'Tho* sixteen years since then have roU'd away^ 
Tet, is not love diminish'd in his sway. 
Friendship's &weet blandishments unite to prove^ 
How firm and lasting is a virtuous love. 

SoMB guardian angel deign to hear the bard. 
And grant to love so rare, some sweet reward ; 
Prolong their days, and smooth the road of life. 
Protect, for her, the husband ; him, the wife, 
Let peace adorn their dwelling ; cruel care. 
Unkind intruder, never enter there. 
Oft as this fond remembi^ancer comes round 
Let each, with other, still be happier found.. 
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The Instability of Human llajipincnit. 

The sweetest Rose but blooms awhile to die, 
The brightest blessings as we clasp them 11 v ; 
So unsubstantial is^this earthly state. 
So pregnant every moment is with fate. 
Life is a sea, ourselves but barks east out. 
By adverse winds forever blown about. 
The strength of Youth soon withers and decays, 
And what is Beauty but a mad-man*s praise ! 
Youth has no barrier to repel Death's dart. 
And Beauty never touched the Tyrant's heart ; 
Else had not Hexry bade the sad adieu, 
Nor, had we mourn'd sweet Anxa, yet for you, 
In vain against his pow'r fond liove complains. 
He chills the current of the fair one's veins. 
Blasts the red rose-bud on her damask check. 
Forbids the tongue of eloquence to speak. 
Beneath his callous, cold, corrosive touch, 
(Such is hit piawer, and all his pity such.) 
To darkness fade in spite of prayr's or sighs, 
The lovely lustre of her lucid eyes. 
Alas, how short the passage from the womb, 
Down to the horrid caverns of the tomb. 
In youthful years, I knew parental care, 
A father's blessing, and a mother's pray'r ; 
The morn of life appear'd with sweets serene, 
But cruel Fate embitter'd all the scene* 
To the cold dwelling where that father lies, 
Bedimm'd in death the radiance of his eyes; 
To the cold turf which shrouds that mother's 

form. 
Whose heart with fond affection kindled warm, 
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Oft did my youthful feet, untauglih rcpaii*, 
And oft shall weeping Fancy visit there — 
While Hope^ fond smiling^ points to realms of 

peace^ 
AndFaith gives patience, till the storm shall ecase. 

Oh Thou ! who rul'st the w inds, thy aid I 
court ; 
Thy Mercy, he my Pilot into port ; 
Propitious gales he hy thy hounty giv'n. 
And may my Compass always point to Heav'n. 



TO MARY, 

I love thee for thyself, and not for geld ; 
Nor, could I love tlu e more, tho' fortune dcigu'd 
To shower her rainbow favors on thy head ; 
One atom less, if fortune was thy foe. 
Love, is the fruit of thy endearing smile, 
The dimpling sweetness of enchanting grace 
That plays, around thy lips, like buds of joy. 
And shows how angels look, when greatly pleas'd. 
Thy voice is Music, and like ev'ning stars, 
That sparkle in the mild expanse of IIeav'jt, 
The dazzling beauty of bewitching love, 
Glitters, thou charmer, in thy lucid orbs. 
How soft, sweet maid, thy gentle bosom heaves. 
And how adown the polish'd iv'ry, breaks 
The silken prospect of seducing curls. 
Tliy bosom inmates form a fragrant wreath 
Of llow'rs celestial, blooming still in HEAv^'c. 
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There Peaee presides, and there, Afieetion dwells 
With soft ey'd Pity whom a whisper wakes. 
When Pain and Sorrow seek some sweet relief, 
A healing balsam to the wounded heart ; 
Thy name comes dancing on the wings of Joy. 
With such perfections canst thou blame the bard, 
If, in the hour of sleep, he thinks of thee^ 
And locks thy bosom in a blest embraee. 
Oh, 'twere a sin that should not be forgiv'n^ 
To know thee Mary, and not dream of Iotc. 



EPITAPH ON A FISHMONGER. 

Beneath this stone reposes one, whose life^ 
^ Was not embitterM here by party strife 5 
Of tender feelings, and of taste refin'd. 
He left the world, nor left a foe behind. 
Yet he, believe it, reader ! if you can,i ^ 
^ho' blest with riches, was a sel-Jish man ! 



EVENING'S CALM AT SEA. 

Low sinks the sun, the sky with beauty glows. 
The waves, in friendship with the breeze repose ; 
The star, of evening, glimmers in the westy 
The beam reposes on the billows breast. 
To the tall mast the useless canvass clings^ 
The weary sailor to his mess-mate sings, ^ 
Or whistles for the breeze, or easts an eye^ 
In pensive silence round the spacious sky 3 
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Whilst eheer*!! by hope, perhaps his fay'rite mase 
To faaey's eye, displays her fairy views. 
She wafts him, willing, to his native land. 
He feels the pressure of affection's hand. 
Drinks from her beaming eye the tear of joy^ 
Or, on her bosom, fondly views his boy. 
Her honied accents serenade his ear. 
Whilst Hope, and Pleasure banish former fear. 
The heart is warm'd with her benignant ray. 
And in it's soft sensations melts away. 

Now wakes the bl'eeze, the canvass swells again ; 
And Heav'n, reflected, dances on the main ; 
They square the yards again the seaman's song ; 
Has ceas'd ; again the vessel glides along j 
Fortune, accept the Sailor's pray'r, impart 
The di*eam'd of fancy to his wishing heart. 



To W.' 

Dear Will, last night, as well you know. 
We both were just liow came you so. 
And faith could hardly stand, or go 

in one straight line. 

Tou kept me, longer than you should. 
And longer than did either good. 
Refuse a friend I never could, 

but, blast the wine ) 

This morning found me in my bed, 
Just half alive, and just half dead ^ 
Reflection took me by the head, 

and thus I swore. 
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By all the troubles, ever past^ 

By ally that might be eoming fast^ 

By my first moments and my last 

I'd swig no more. 

Future precaution shall be mine, 
Ko more on Bacchus' list I'll shine ^ 
Nor be so cessible to ^ine, 

'tis Tolly base 5 

Too long this hanim scamm way, 
Seduc'd the paths of Peace astray ; 
But Prudence now, shall carry sway, 

with potent grace. 

Nature, has on us all, bestow'd 
Feelings, and giv'n us too, a load 
Of ills, to exercise and goad, 

and spoil our rest 5 

But, Nature never learn'd to say. 
Go drink, and drive your cares away : 
And Reason tells us 'tis the way, 

that is not best. 

A gen'rous friend liv'd once, who would, 
Do for me, all that friendship could ; 
For he was tender hearted, good, 

" exceeding wise." 

No more on hiui n^y hopes depend. 
To him Jio more my wants extend. 
Buried and cold the orphan's friend 

tinnolic^d lies. 
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Buty vrhere's the use of p^mmbling thus ? 
Tis folly boy to make a fuss, 
F*or long as j/ou, are one of us 

and I the other : 

Let's act as best we may suppose ; 

Let malice turn his ugly nose ; 

Ajid^ since this world is full of woes ; 

have faith in t'other. 



LOVE AXD reason- 
Like flowers that bloom in springes soft season. 

Like the rose bush bath'd in dew ; 
So sweet is Love, when linked with Reason j 

Emma, be this prize for you. 

OxcE I knew a Maid, whose beauty 
Charmed the gazing throng around;' 

Whose heart with innocence and duty. 
Was most exquisitely bound. 

In her eye was love beguiling. 

On her lips did Honor dwell ; 
Goodness in her breast sat smiling. 

And Pity formed her bosom^s swell, 

Julia, in an evil hour, 

Resigned her worth, and ere her time. 
Faded beneath afl9iction*s power ; 

Repeating for a YiUain^s crime. 
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Then, oh Emma, this remember ; 

When Love, alone, would wish to dweUf 
Treat him coldly as Deeember ; 

Linked with Reason, use him w«lK 



SACRED 

To the Memorijf 

OF 

JOHN H. GILMAN. 

When the son of fortune dies, the pen of 
adulation is seized to embalm his memory $ but, 
when the poor struggler for existence, makes 
his exit, the song of praise is as spiritless as the 
clod that covers the bosom of the departed $ if 
an affectionate and conciliatory disposition, an 
obliging temper, and a good heart, are attributes' 
meriting remembrance, thy name, my friend, 
shall not speedily perish. 

GiLMAN, adieu, soft on tliy lowly turf 

The midnight mists descend,; 

Fresh, from the morning's lids, the glitt'ring 

tear. 
Shall fall, and flowers shall deck thy humble 

grave. 
The form of friendship, oft, shall linger there. 
And whilst the soul comes, pensive to the eye. 
Pause, o'er thy little mansion of repose. 
Whisper a prayer, and wish to follow soon. 



49 

1BE MANIAC. 

Th£ hour was past^ in which departing night 
Salutes the coming morn ; and infant day 
Pcep'd through his shady eye-lids^ as to view 
The wild commotion of the warring main^ 
Which urg'd its waters on yon further shore ; 
Where, at what time, the rosy spring appears. 
Full many awild flow'r's fragrance loads the gale: 
When a poor Maniac (mark'd by pity's eye) 
Over the wide expanse, a mournful look 
Cast hopeless; saying, seemingly, what pity 
That what, but yesterday, a^pear'd so smooth ; 
And ealm, and pladid as Religion's breast. 
Should, by the angry eluding of the wind^ 
Be oloath'd with so much terror. 

On liquid mountain wias the sea-bird seen 
Fearless ; and distant far away, two barks 
Were struggling with the surly waves, that dash'd 
Tumultuous ; whilst the lusty seaman's voice 
Was borne upon the pinions of the gale. 
It was a scene that made poor Edmund weep. 
He saw the big round wave, come rolling on. 
And his swoln heart, responsive to the call. 
Bursting its bounds, came glittering to his eye, 

Alas, I said, why should Misfortune chasej 
With rage relentless, what the tempests spare ? 
Why tortui*e Edmund ? he whose honest heart 
Ne'er felt a throb, and never form'd a wish 
That would make discord in an angel's breast. 
Why should pale penury, with her skinny hand, 

E 
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Fix frozen fetters, that uncomely hang 
Like blasting agues on eaeh hinge of life 
And beckon to despair; "whilst every tie 
That binds existence^ and makes friendship dcari 
Sunders apart, and fades away to ruin. 

*<The ways of Providence," a voice replied, 
'^ Are dark and intricate," to doubt them right 
Is impious censure ; cruel blasphemy $ 
Mercy is all his works ; and when he wounds 
^^ He wounds for mercy's sake/' This was the 

strain 
That angel's breathed upon Montgomery's lyre. 

Soon from yon azure throne, where seraph's dwelL 
Shall mercy come abroad j then suffering worth 
Shall find a recompence, and be convinced 
'Twas well to suffer: And when Yiee, dismayed 
By the keen glance of strictest scrutiny. 
Must stand abashed, worth shall walk forth. 
And find a time to smile in ; Peace and liOre*. 
And Harmony ; (forming a trinity) 
Approv'dby gracious Heav'n, shall bind a wreath 
Of never-fading laurels round its brow. 



THE GRAVE. 

This is the Rendezvous, for all 
The trifling sons of mirth ; 

Here, the frail heirs of Adam fall, 
And mingle into earth. 
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Aum bere^ must Touth and Beauty dwells 
Here Friendship's form must lie } 

Here the fond heart forget to swells 
Or, heave with Pity's sigh. 

Not here does Friendship's holy lights 

Add lustre to the eyes ; 
N09 nor does Slander's yenom bite^ , 

' Bid Indignation rise. 

Ak]> here shall Sorrow eease to be^ 

. Afflictions all shall cease ; 
But not exehang'd for sports or glee^ 
TEis is the— Ikn of Peace. 

No noidy joys, no rude debate^ 

No contests enter here ; 
No sports of liove^ no angry hata 

No smile-— no sigh — no tear— 

These thoughts^ a mix^d sensation give> 
And doubly pain the breast ; 

They make us dread to cease to live^ 
Tet long to be at rest. 



i» 



- TRIBUTE TO MERIT. 

Ned was a serious wights he us'd to dwell 

Snug in a garret, in a small close room 

With cobwebs crown'd, where many a tatterM 

pane 
Gave generous access to each passing breeze. 
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For Edward^ by the potent arm of Maps 
Was made a prisoner; and to sum up M, 
Pale Penury wove her mantle round his form 
And glu'd misfortunes^ fast and thiek upon him. 
A sweeter songster never sung than Ned, 
A better joke no being ever cracked. 
And finer feelings never urarmM a heaff. 
Often, when Day, deseending to the ^est, 
Has wak'd up darkness, I have elimbHt alcfft 
To Ned^s ^< eeriel citadel," and passed 
Hours, which else were heavy on niy hands. 
With songs, alternate, and a game of erib» 
We passed our hours i for, Edward had A pack 
Of cards, with songs besmear'dyand greasy rhymesi 
And philosophic reasonings ptafotmd. 
Old broken pipe-stems, and some grahls of com 
WehonoiM with employ-^they told onr game. 
Thus, W'C each Other kneif , till, evtt hour. 
The fatal tidiqgs came; the maid he lov^^ 
And would have wedded had she liv^d, Waft gone. 
Poor Edward in a fit of phrenzy laughed ;-•-. 
I saw the presage sad, and dropped a teair : 
And may a tear since that, has Friendship sh'^d 
Over the turf that shrouds his manly form. 



To T T- 

Why wilt thou teaze us with this idle buz 
Of coming happiness ? you know, my friend. 
The name of Hopb alone can^t eheer the heart 
When in the breast is planted seeds of care. 
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Conyerse widi Misers on* the eharms of wealth ; 
Paint to their eager ears the Jots it brings ; " 
Then; kindly, tell them theira ha3 flown away: 
Oh ! if they smile, there's magie in thy tongue. 
Go, talk to am'roas swiuins and loye^sick maids> 
Of trath and friendship ; the enamoured fools 
Willdrinfk the honied aeeents of thy tongue^ 
And roll in faney o^er the fragrant flowers, 
'Till damned experience fright the leherub PsACBy 
And in her stead, with deadly hatred plant. 
Deep, in their hearts, consumptive thorns of 

Cabe. 
But talk to us of murders, rapes and ruin^^ 
Of slaughtered thousands, weltering in their gore^ 
And hardy yillaias boasting 'twas their deed 5 
Of Inttoeenee seduc'd, of blasted fiunOf 
Of base ingratitude ; and all the wrongs 
That mar ereation :— -this we love to hear ; 
For tho' a harsh and melancholy tale, 
'Tis but a mimiature redmc^d ; and yet. 
Enough to wean us from the love of life ; 
A needful blessing, on the bed of Death. 



MY FAITHFUL DOG. 

Let other bards in am'rous strains delight^ 
And love-siek sonnets to the fair indite ; 
For me, no female smiles, no tender wife 
Gilds the drear journey of a chequered life ; 
An hnmbler theme is mine : I love to praise 
The natlTe gratitnde a brute diq^lays» 
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Mj fkithfiil ])oG» subservient to mj 
Through all life's varioas seenes, attends me stiU '{ 
Shows my good fbrtune in his brilliant eye^ 
And when lie suffers, knows the reason why. 
Qtill bound with honest zeal, his patient mind 
Is pleased with &Tors, and to ills resigned ; 
No dark suspieion, no mean fear, ean rend 
The gen'rous tie, that binds him to his friend* 
If e'er I wrong his hotiest zeal, may I 
Live like a miser's Aag, and like a miser die. 



WINTER. ^ 

Behoxii, stem Winter strides across the plain 
Awful and bold ; and from his murky brow 
Shakes ehif ling terrors : at his rough approach 
The stream forgets its motion, and where late 
The garden pride, die modest blushing rose ' 
Flourished beneath the gentle Mary's care. 
Whose breathing sweets improved the loyely 

.flowT: 
Now desolation, wild and wan appears. 

Wiif TER has ehas'd the foliage from the grove. 
And all the rich luxuriance of Spring i 
Faded and bare the lofty oak appears. 
Stripped of its pride wad eover'dp'er with frost. 
Where now have all the feather'd sonj 

flown 2 
*Twas here, where many a master of his art 
Rous'd sleeping echo from his drowsy eell> 
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And tittde him chomis to the notes of love. 
Ifatare^s musieiaii» ehaunt that strain agaio^ 
Mary duJl listen .and applaud the theme^ 
Alasy thou^rt silent as the shrouded eorse^ 
And not a sound is heard, save, now, and then^ 
The ^joiner-squirrel' at his aeom meal. 

How sad is Winter to the weary tar 
Pent on some eoast midst storms of hail and snow ; 
He -feels the cutting blast— «oyerM with lee 
The slipp'ry shrouds in rattling discord oft 
Elude his numbed embraee^ and down he sinks^ 
Food for the rav^nottfr monsters of the deep. 

UkweIiCome Winter to the chii.d op want ; 
In yonder clay-built hut, and many a hut ^ 
That Yies in misery, this truth is known. 
How the wind whistles through the shatter'd 

panes; 
Enter we here, Eugenius, from the storm# ' 
And waken pity with an honeat.pang 
To view the Tast majority of woe. 
The lowly suffer ; here, a wretched bed 
With blacken'd rage adorned ; a table here^ 
A helpless set of shiv^Ing offspring round ; 
And want and famine deck the scanty board : 
The drooping widow o^r her offspring mourns f 
And many a recent pang of poison'd joys 
Swells in her eye, whilst rankling in her hearty 

Thb sons of affluence and of pleasure see. 
With but a stint^ yiew what others feel ; 
Hous'd in their splendid doin^> they while away 
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llieir ^Ided hours around the blazing heardi^ 
Or grac'd, by beauty's more enlivening sniile* 
Laugh round the festive board, or lead along 3 

The blushing fair one through the devious dasee. \ 

Now this is well, we envy not their joys. 
But, pleased, would see them more and more en* 

hane*d : 
But indignation swells against the vrreteh 
Who hears the ^* pelting of the ruthless storm/* 
Meanly regardless : who can eoolly think 
On all the woed his fellow-ereatures bear 
And find not leisure to improve a sigh* 



THE KISS OF LOVE- 

SWEET, when bending o'er her boy^ 
Is the kiss the mother takes ; 

Smiling as her infant joy. 
With the *^ breathing ineense'' wakes. 

Who a mother's bliss can tell, 
Wliat delight her bosom knows ; 

Watching all she loves so well? 
With Heaven, and love, and joy, she gIoirfr«; 

Lovely pledge of fond afifeetion^ 
Pride of Hope and bud of Joy, 

Tender source of retrospectioUf 
Fond Remembrance , wake my boy. 

Sweet the kiss of parting lovers, 
Tho' it pains the heiurt a while ^ 

For angelic Hope still hovers^ 
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Hovering Hoj^ vtiJi still beguile. 

The tender sigh," forget me not,** 
ReedUeet the bower, the grot> 

ReeoUeet ytnt tows of love ; 
B^eolleet the Powers above. 

•Dearest tenant of mj heart. 
Promised sharer of my lot ; 

Tho we^re doomed awhile to part, 
'On>rget me not, farget me not,<< 

Sweet returning from afar. 
Is the weleome lorer^s kiss ; 

As some kind propitious star. 
Is .winking at the hidden bliss. 

Do I clasp thee onee again ^ 
Sweet reward for all mj paiUf 
Weleome to my longing heart. 
Let US never, never part. 

Dear my love and early treasure. 
Only joy and sole desire ; 

All my hope of future pleasure, 
AS on earth that I admire. 

Sweet the kiss a mother takes. 

As her blooming infant wakes. 

Sweet the kis9 when lovers part. 

Hovering Bope sustains the heiyct : 

But the great bUas that earthly mortals prove» 

Is the returning kiss of mutual love. 
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SONNET^......TO POVERTY. 

ALL hail, companion trne ! hail meagre MakU 

Amongst whose sullen throng, so many an ill 

Stalks gaunt smd latent ; here, I feel thy pow^; 

Here, — at my heart — Vfiih all thy siekly traia. 

Thou kcepsH Imagination still awake. 

And tortur^st Nature when she seeks repose. 

Around the eoueh of him thou loY^st to haunlf • 

Hover strange phantasies, and dire coneeits— «^^ 

Pale images of want — ^And apparitions 

Of Duns vociferous, and Bills unpaid ; 

lliat fright away|the peaceful form of Sleep ; 

Make inundations of the heart, and roll 

Its floods of sorrow to the anguished eye: 

Shedding on sombre night a deadlier gloom. 



ELEGT. 

^^£ari.t ; bright, transient, chastcj as morning 
dew 
He sparkled, was exhaPd, and went to HeaveB.'^ 
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Hekrt, thy mem'ry loves to linger here. 
And oft AiTection tells it with a tear ; 
Oft rich memorials, that I loy'^i thee, rise ; 
The heart still heaving, still surcharg'd with 
sighs. 

Ik early youth, our dream of bliss began : 
Pleased Virtue saw it ripen into man : 
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But painful to proceed^ the dye was oast ; 
And joy evaporated ; as the vision passed. 

Too stern assailer of the human hearty 
Relentless Death; how eruel is thy dart ! 
Oh> who ean call thee kind ? with savage smile^ 
With tyrant temper^ and insidious wile ; ^ 
Striking where most our hopes coneentrate 
rest, ' 

And planting torments in the feeling breast* 

Ahd yet I wrong thee ; for 'tis thine to give 
Release from trouble^ and from woe reprieve : 
While, to the virtuous thy flag unfurled. 
Is but the passport to a better world. 

Hail, happy youth ! in that divine abode 
Where Cherub- Angels hover round their God ; 
Where the celestial choir their anthems raise^ 
And harps seraphic sound eternal praise. 

Though, mingled now with bliss, which never 
cloys, 
Seserv'd partaker of celestial joys. 
Be still my friend ^-r-with sacred pow'r invest; 
Oh Henry ! shield from future harms my breast. 
Thy sainted spirit, pleas'd, shall blunt the dart 
Of stem misfortune, which corrodes my heart ; 
Erase the sorrows on my mind imprest. 
And luU the tumults of my soul to rest : 
Thy iiov'ring shade my erring steps restrain, 
And point the path that bids us meet again. 
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THS: BOSE. 

I pluck'd a rose fof Mary's breast. 

The sweetest on the tree ; 
And thought to be supremely blest. 
When she, in smiles of Beauty, drest, 

Reeeiv'd the flower from me. ' 

Soon to the maid the bud was broughtf ' 

Whi^h did a smile obtain ; 
From her fr^sh brf^ath the blossom caught 
A sweeter fragrance, and I thouj^ht 

I wish'd my flower again. 

But when, upon her bosom fair^ 

The blushing treasure laid ; 
I envied bliss I eould not sharo 
I envied it, it's dwelling there. 

And snatch'd it from the maid* 

A» though it's bliss the blossom knew^ 
And felt a kindred flame: i 

It came reluctant ; as I drew 

It dra^'d the alabaster too | 
The crimson current eame. 

A moment silent sorrow reigns, 

Wak'd by Reflection's dart ; 
Thus o'er a mueh lov'd fp^end's remaifis^ 
A.S the first clod the eo|hi .gains ; 

How mem^ij sha^ the b^art. 
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The crimson drops that flow'd apace^ 

She strove, in vain, to hide ; 
To gaze ufion her lovely facet 
They rushM, and left as sweet a place. 

As e'er gave Virtue pride. 

'Tis thus, she said, (with grief opprest;) 

Deception carries sway ; 
Man's vows, to Woman, warm profest. 
Scarce gain an entrance to her breast, 

Ere rudely torn away. 

And thus, around this world bt woe, 

Deceit and Sorrow thrive : 
The buds of Bliss profusely grow. 
But Ftite, relentless, aims the blow. 

And buries all alive. 

The hopes of Friendship favor find. 

But oft conceal a dart ; 
A train of woes lurk on behind 
To cast a shadow o'er the mind ; 

And leave a — bxeeding heart. 



Sweet, endearing, gentle maid. 
Attentive, lend the Muse an ear \ 

Nor frown unkind, nor be afraid. 
For only Truth is written here. 

E 



'Tis not thy chai'iiiiDg shape to praise^ 
Nor yet thine eyes, seraphic hue ; 

Nor voice, angeliCji prompts my Ivtrn; 
Nor lips like roses dipped in dew. 

Some other may, in raptures, tell 
The graceful ringlets of thy hair ; 

Thy gentle bosom's graceful swell, 
Thy crimson cheek and forehead fair. 

For these are charms that soon will fade ; 
Timers chilling hand will blast the flower ; 

But in thy bosom, gentle maid ! 
Are beauties that defy his pow'r. 

Thebe modest Virtue sits enslirin*d ; 
There Peace .and Love, united dwell ; 

'Tis these adorn the female mind, 
And ihcsei make Mart lov'd so well. 



To your own self; my dear /loney, Widow 

Mc Wallin. 

Come listen a while, by my shoul,my dear Madamf 
I'll tell you a truth that is hard to believe ; 

*Tis as sure as yourself is a daughter of adam. 
Or Jerrt McConitel's related to Eve. 

T'other day when I met you alone on a journey^ 
Admiring your person and pleas'd with youi^ 
grace^ 
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I said aloud to myself, why ber head, devil burn 
rae. 
Is the feature the largest of all in her iaee. 

When I saw the fine contrast your hair and your 
skin make^ 
And received a bright glance from your further- 
most eye. 
By my life but I caught such a hard-hearted 
heart-ache. 
If I do not recover perhaps I may die. 

But I^m sure so much beauty can never be cruel 
To Jerry, whose love will be never diminished*; 

So I took up my pen and I wrote my dear jewel 
The lines you are reading now, if you've not 

finished : 

■■.-*• 

I TOiLD Patrick Oteague all my otf^' and my 
trouble. 
Says he, you are ruin'd, ft not quite undone ; 
Is she not single ? said I, wlqr, said he, «he's not 
double. 
But she's married, dear honey, as sure as a gun. 

Now I hope, my dear ma'am you'll be after be 

willing 
To tell me if this is a fact that is true ; 
If it is by my soul, though I've not got a shilling, 
I'll not rob the Devil himself of his due. 



64 

LINES 

On a Breast Pin containing a sister's Ba 

\ 

This trifle to me is more dear^ 
Than all the gay gew-gaws of art ; 
'Tis hallowed by memoi'y's tear, 
*Tls embalmed with the sigh of the heart. 

I will bear it through Ufa as I go ; 
And when death shall release me from pain, 
It still shall some pleasure bestow^ 
I will show it my Sister again. 

And will tell her 'twas dear to the last; 
Whilst Fancy reverting her eye, 
AVill look back with delight on the past. 
And the gem shall be honored on high. 

For the hand of that being ditine, 
Who bade the the treasure adore, * 

Uis blessing around it will twine. 
And 1^11 wear it when time is no more. 



TO. 

THO* distant, far, sweet girl, from thee, 
In fancy still thy form I see ; 
Behold thy rapture-rolling eye. 
And hear thy bosom's softest sigh. 
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r tho' around my hapless head^ 
isfortune's frowns profusely spread ; 
et Fate, unwilling to destroy, 
prinkles them with some hours of joy« < 

>ort wanton visions gently glide^ 
ieross my coueh in playful pride ; 
WThen all, unknown to thee, I throw 
My arms around thy neek of snow. 

And from thy lips the moisture drink^ 
And on thy gentle bosom sink ; 
Cateh the dove murm^rings as they rise. 
And dart them baek into thine eyes. 

Te generous dreams of dear delight^ 
Come sweeten still my ev^ry night ; 
Still to console this aching head. 
Tour quiek delights of rapture shed. 

Still bring one generous maid to sights 
Let fancied smiles adorn my nighty 
And I will bear with firmness still 
Whatever comes or good, or ill. 



APOLOGY 
Fob having^ unintentionally^ given 

OPFBNCE TO A LaDT* 



Dear B— -, I am sorry, if ever 
I eaus<d you a moment of pain ; 

7 2 
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It was wrong, it was cruel, and never^ 
Shall the like of it happen again. 

SOf indeed you must not be offended. 
Or, think it was done thro' design ; 

For, I swear, that -twas never intended. 
To poison a moment of thine. 

No, may he who would^willingly, plague youy 
Or, treat you, with aught but respeet; 

Be attack^ with a fit of the ague, 
And shiver thro' life "with negleet. 

Be feathered — ^be tarr^ — and be carted, 

• 

With a Uangman^s noose under his ear; 
Be friendless— -be noor^->broken hearted ; 
Till he blots out nis: fault with a tear. 



Jlddresse^ to a young lady with a volume of 
Po€$i»,by the author. 

Accept, sweet Girl, 'tis all I can impart. 

The meek effusions of an honest heart : 

Should you, Elvira, ever deign peruse 

The trifling efforts of my feeble muse : 

May partial kindness sway your ^en^rous mind ; 

And Friendship's pencil shade the faults you find« 



ON A CROPPED TERRIER. 

To Viper's praise we willing bend 5 
A grateful subjeet too ; 
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For ivho, would bliush,^ to be a.f riead^ 
To one so fix^d and .true. 

To rats, he beai-s by night, orday» 

Hereditary bate 
And if they fall within his wayn 

'Tis instantaneous fate : 

But to his master still he bears, 
A zeal which naught can move ; 

For, in his eonstant^hearty he wears 
The GEM, that AN&cifS love. 

Graced, witka philosophic phiz. 
And meagre-^like to niine 5 

Ears cut, but,- for -no crime <^f Us, 
Beauty, the sole design. 

But oh vain work,- his cars to- doff; 

For beauty he has. not ; 
And even, were *faia '^i^ad cut tfff 

It would not add a jot. 

For latterly, some frarftVoif^ knaves, 
The4ike was never heard; 

Bad th' unfeeling-skifl, to shave 
His whiskers, and -his* beard : 

Confusion to his'&tn'ejfaee trade^ 

May all his razors -rust ; 
Such cutting cruelty we Uamc, 

As every body must. 

But he would never let it cott 
Agrowlf for all 4iis hair ; 
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For well he knew a month at moBt^ 
The damage wouM repair* 

'Twas emblematic of a Jew^ 

And I am best without it \ 
(He saidy) and do not eare^ a ehew^ 

Tobacco more about it* 

A tender, melancholy gloomy 

Upon his visage casty 
Says, tho* he looks with hopes to come. 

He mourns for something past. 

Some friend, perhaps* no longer nigh^ 
Engraved on Mem'rys chart ; 

And many a sorrow freighted sigh. 
Heaves from his generous heart. 

A MORAL LESSON hcrC, tO MAN, 

A faithful BRUTE, displays \ 
Bemembrance working on a plan^ 
'Irhat baffles human praise. 

* 

Poor Viper ! maysH thou live to se^ 

A good old age complete ; 
And always have a home to be. 

And have enough to eat. 

And when Death comes, as he will da v 
And 8hear life's thread in twain \ 

If transmigration is but true. 
Why, thou shalt live again ! 

Shalt wear, perhaps, a form erect, 
Nor longer downward bend | 
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JBe blest with human intelleo t. 
And prove thy foetus vrienb. 



THE BARD'S ADVANTAGE. 

^Tis whispered Poets all, in garrets dwells 

Perhaps His so, if 'fw, tis very well ; 

For there, sequester^, from the jars and noise 

Of beggars, children, conatdbleB, and bffys. 

They can look down on every sordid doul. 

Or else look up and view the planets roll. 

This, many a bard has done, and many another. 

Will do in imitation of his brother. 

When hunger faint, intrudes, unwelcome guest ; 

She^s certain always to receive to their best ; 

And e^en a glass of water, to the poor. 

Is charity, when one has nothing more. 

If sickness comes and no assistance near. 

The Poet, greets her, with a silent tear. 

When DEATH, grim Tyrant, shows his awful form; 

He pray's in silence and awaits thc>8torm. 

And when he dies this consolation's giv^n 

His ohamber^s nearest in the house to Heaven. 



TRUTH AND FAIiSEHOOD. 

SpiIiit of Truth descend, protect the lays 
Of him, whose object is to sing thy praise ; 
'Tis to thy name we wake the sleeping lyre, 
And, to tby glory all our thoughts aspire, 
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For diou did*8t tread in Hea^'n ere Angels trod. 
Thou art the first of Beings — ^Thou akt God: 
When great Jehotah in his Mighty MiHDf 
First animated dust^ and form'd mankind; 
From Heay- n^ descended Virtues pleasing fonif 
Quielken*d with life and every pulse did warm ; 
Through man^s fine reinsher kindly spirit flow'df 
Pereh'd on his brow^ and in his bosom gIow'd» 
And wheuy angelie, from his dormant side^ 
Stepp'd fortb^all blushing^ in migestio pride; 
The fair, frail mother of the human race» 
Tlie pride of Paradise — the dire disgraee. 
YiRTVEy upon her snowy forehead shone* 
Sprang to her eyes and eali'd her heart its own. 

S09 in primeval days, ere Satan's art. 

With Falsehood's colours stain'd the. spotless 

heart ; 
The race of Adam flourish'd on the land, 
And Truth and Friendship travelPd hand in hand. 

Too soon tb!s Monarch of the realms of night. 
Saw, from his ebon throne, the hated sight; •. 
His wily bosom boil'd with vengeful ire ; 
His envious spirit formed projections dire| 
Ilis eyes beamed anger his uncomely elaws 
Propelled by Envy cinech'd his horrid jaws ! 
Why did not Heav'n annihilate this pest? 
Silence, presumption ! does not Heav'n knowbesti 
Dread emblems of himself, at his command, 
DostrucHve Demons form'd their frightful stand! 
Foremost in rank appeared with ghastly glare, 
If ard, gory jnurdcr, with his elotted hair ! 
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re arm'd Reyengc^ conspicuous join'd the 

throng ; 
id dark Suspicion, scowling, lurk'd along ; 
tvi/ and Jealousy and black despair 
td Falsehood, nurse of Devils, flourished there, 
grim array, they await around, the while 
le Prince of Darkness shed a gloomy smile, 
len o'er his head, Destruetion's lance he hurPd> 
id usher'd Sin and Sorrow to the world. 

[£N, pious Abel, came thy mournful doom ; 
11 Murder gave thee, to an early tomb. 
le reign of Falsehood, in succession, came ; 
urder and Falsehood, damn'd thy brother's 

name, 
ihappy Cain ! why frame tbe daring lie ? 
' think to screen thee, from that builliakt 

EYE, 

liose piercing glance, thy inmost thought could 

see ; 
id knew its evil, ere 'twas known tQ thee, 
ird didst thou feel Affliction's chast'ning rod 
Lteast from mankind, alien from thy God. 

urce of all evils, since the world began, 
ivy and Falsehood are the bane of Man, 
$nce rose fierce Discord ; hence was Rapine 

bred, 
id hence Oppression rear'd her iron head. 

HE fair Amelia, lovely and sincere, 
[> Friendship faithful, and to virtue dear ; 
ithin, whose bosom, every blessing glow*d^ 
id fond Afieetioii found divine abode : 
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Was for a mark by cniel falsehood founds 
Who^ to her bosom, brib'd a ranklibg wound. . 
Yes, lov'd Amelia ; gentlest of the throngs - 
Sweetest of Damsels^ and the soul of song ; 
Was, by Deception, from her peace deeoy'd ; 
Had fame dishonored, and her mind destroyed. 
Behold yon lovely Maniac, roaming wide, 
Pond'ring on virtue lost, on faith belied ; 
Her, maddening senses in confusion reel. 
Ye sons of Pity, here is cause to fecL 
See Life, uncherish'd, languish to depart : 
See Desperation drink it from her heart. 
See her, whom Virtue would give worlds to 

save. 
Dishonored sink, by Falsehood to the Grave* 

Falsehood, unwelcome fiend ! tho' great thy 

sway : 
Truth shall eclipse thee in a purer day ; 
TIjou, may'st remain awhile, to shame our raee. 
Yet time shall hurl thee back to hell ; disgraee 
And Shame, shall fester on thy brow ; 
Of all HeW 8 fortunes 9 most detested thou* 
Whilst Truth, with splendor, in eternal day> 
Shall, on her vot'rics, shed a Golden Riiy. 

Let every Parent lovely truth describe : 
And, let thei^ growing darlings truth imbibe^ 
May they this lesson learn in early youth. 
That every blessing is allied to truth* 
With Truth dwells Harmony, to these are git'n 
Virtue, and Virtue lifts the soul to Heaven 
Loves Mary falsehood? gentle Mary; no ; 
A flower more fragrant, blooms not here below 
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Her tender heart one being never pained ; 
Her lips, by iaisehood, yet were never stainM ; 
May happy hours that glide thro' eheeripg days 
Repressing envy, and exciting praise 
Be hers, till that fair hour, when all prepared,' 
Angels shall lead her to a just reward. 
Pure, as when first 'twas from her Maker giv% 
Her spotless spirit shall return to Ueav'n* 

O thou ! whose piercing eye, each thought can 

see. 
From what Thou lov'st not, keep my bosoni free, 
Let Truth and Honor, ever with me dwells 
And drive detested Falsehood, home to Hell. 



THE POET'S DREAM. 

To C. B. 

Dear sir, just while in rhyming mood. 
Your humble servant, would intrude. 
Upon your patience, for a while. 
The tedious moments to beguile. 
You know, my friend, Fm very poor 
A grievous hardship to endure : 
For forty dajs that now are gone, 
I hav'n't ealhd a sous my own : 
There's forty more, approaching fast, 
Semblative, of the forty past. 
My feet are almost to the ground. 
My coat is any things but sound ; 
Some cruel want each way besets me ; 
My friends are shy — my Landlord frets me. 

G 
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BGsfortiiile (danm heir,) built her nest^ 
And hatched her brood within my breast i 
There (he^f TOraeious, night and day 
Upon my vital spirits prey. 
Having unburthen'd thus my grief 
I find, my friend^ some small relief ; 
Lilie women, who, in angry mood, 
With flashing eyes^ and boiling blood ; 
Show forth^ awhile, what mighty spirit^ 
Their little bodies do inherit ; 
And having rais'd a decent riot. 
Permit their /tfncfton^ to be quiet. 
Now lend a strict attentive ear^ 
And you my last night's dream shall hear ; 
Soon as my, daily cares were past. 
And Morpheus aealM my eyelids fast ; 
Imagination, with her train, 
Deceptive, lighted on my brain—- 
Straight was t wafted to the siiies. 
And there beheld witli much surprize j 
Large crowds, who travelled to and tro ^ 
As busy just, as here below, 
I saw the merchant, and the oit. 
The sage, the poet, and the wit ; 
Here one was counting o'er his bags^ 
And one was passing by in rags ; 
Here one was cracking jokes, and one ' 
Was chyming anthems to the sun, 
And every thing was the reverse. 
Of what they bad been here with us. 
For he, who counted o'er his bags, 
Was, formerly, the one in rags $ 
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And hef who looked $m Tavjr ftoOTf 

Had been the Biob miui hdnU^vn^ 

The Wit laugh'd IcHid to lee the ehufigief 

The Poet smiled, but^ diongbt U strange^ 

Long, stood I gSLxiBfS at tluB sigUf 

Till one eame pacing hf ia wbit^ ; 

A figure tally majeftie firee^ 

A faee as fair as llur might bet^ 

She bore a i»agfe fraiid# that tiini'4 , 

All that it toaisfc'd to Giild, I leara'd. 

She stopped, and asfc'd m^p wheaoe I OMie^ 

Enquired my ^oiNitrj^ and wigr name ; 

When all was laid $ «he #aid mj yismAf 

I like your i»odesi;y and 4:ratb $ 

^'Here's twenty bags^ «ow go y4Nir wny^ 

No mortal, here has leave to »toy« 

Use well this gold^ he IJmu the friend 

Of all who f«r assistaaee bend. 

Let suffering worth oUrflet {thy glanee> 

And ere U can approaeh^^^^idvAaoe.'' 

Bowikig# I riaid, to pror^ it tme^ 

I^U gtv9 to Charles tbe b%gest two f 

I'll rid poor G. of all his eares» 

Buy yonder eex-comb'assesy ears ; 

Mount him upon » horse beside^ 

And let him to the D— -— ride. 

For if the proverb's true^ I swear^ 

He'll never stop before he's there ; 

And if in H— — they'll let him stay^ 

Forbid him. Heaven, to eome away. 

She plae'd them on my shoulders straight^ 

My heart with joy was so elate, 

I hardly seem'd to feel the weight. 



} 
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I then set outf nor travelPd slow^ 

For much I i;vish*d to get below : 

To see the land that gare me birth. 

And cut a real dash on earth* 

And pretty nearly had got out 

Of Heaven, when afelloWf stout^ 

Stood ati a gate I had ' not seen, 

I missed it some how, going in. 

Ho, ho, he said, what bags are these 1 

You cannot pass, for I^re the keys/ 

Then in a manner, rude and bold. 

From off my shoulders tool^ the gold. 

Enquired for passport, and beside, 

The fellow ask^d me, "when I died, ** 

Att4 vrhfin Jie hafiird the artless tale 

I was not dead but living hale, 

'^Not dead," he answered, with a sneer. 

Then what the Devil brings yon here» 

^'Intrusion's punished," turned about 

Opened the door & kicked me out : 

I cursed him for a sot, and came 

To earth, and wak'd, and found a Avtam. 



EPIGRAM. 

Tho* Dick a YiUaxn is in graiUf 

He has an honest phiz ; 
Because it tells us plump and plain^ ^ 

That Dick a Villain is. 
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TO 

I' YE seen opon the placid oeean. 
Many a stately Bark adrance ; 

And seen, virith waves in dreadful motion^ 
Many a Sea-beat Vessel danee. 

Have seen the roek-bani Eagle sailings 
Seen the Comet's glaring length , 

Seen a Yillain's arts* prevailing. 
Seen Oppression gather strength* 

I've known a King belov'd, beheaded^ 
Known a Princess east aside ; 

Known a Fool to Goodness weddedy 
And a wise Man have a bride. 

I^ve known the poor and broken-hearted^ 
Bend beneath affliction's blows ; 

Pond'ring over joys departed^ 

Whilst the sigh of sorrow rose. « 

These^ and much Pve known beside ; 

Thescy and other things have seen f 
Oi^9 upon the dancing tide^ 

Or^ upon ihjd waving green. 

But I never yet could musters 
Wit to catch an honest knave | 

Cry to hear a bi'ave man bluster^ 
Or to find a bully brave» 

6 2 
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HISTORY OP JANE MUGGINS. 

Jane Muggins was one^ 

Who ne'er saw the sup $ 
Because she had never an eye ; 

Tet tho' eighty was* past^ 
^ She held out to the last. 
Being not in a hurry to die. 

She was a strange looking ereature^ 

Both in stature and feature ; 
A curious^ queer sort of a jade 5 

She was beard to deelare^ 

She had much rather pair 
With the DeviU than die an old maid. 

She had twelve upper teeth^ 

But not one underneath ; 
Her nose was half blue and half red ; 

Whene'er she would grin, 
• 'Twas the pictui*c of SIN, 
For her mouth went away round her head. 

She was cursedly vicious, 

And so superstitious. 
Hobgoblins and Ghosts were her dread ; 

So that, tho' she was blind. 

She always would mind 
T'have a candle to light her to bed. 

When e'er in the night. 
She Smelt any thing white. 
It bereav'd the old Lady of rest : 



^ 
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Her ejelids vould wink. 
Her liver would BliriDk> 
And her heart would go bump at her breast. 

A fellow call'd DEATH, 

Put his paw on her breath, 
And turned the poor Lady to clay ; 

Tho* some say he's belied. 

That the old woman dried 
Up, and the wind blew her away. 



MIDNIGHT VISION. 

TO THE UBHOBT OV G. 8. ES<1^ 

And now the lazy cloek, just liag^ring, told 
The Midnight hour : when (starting from a 

dream) 
I saw in mimic, dark procession move, 
Slowly, across my visionary couch. 
Prophetically sad, a solemn scene ; 
To shew existence hut a dream at best- 
First pass'd in sable garmentt shrouded rounds 
The Man who pays our last sad wants below. 
Whose duty 'tis t'entice our souls to Heav'n ; 
(Strange ! that we need persuasion into bltss !) 
Anon, a piteous group of Mourners past, 
With heads low bending, and dejected hearts ; 
In silence on they mov'd ; nor beard I angfat. 
Save now and thcn,'through intervening pans^ 
Of mournful melody, a deep drawn groad.' 
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And now the cause ef sorroir eanglit mj eye ; 
Borne by a pensiye band, prone on a bier. 
To his last home, the good AItTBBbo went. 
Whilst softest music told the tale of woe. 
Well has he liv*d they sung, " respected, lov*d ;'* 
Too soon has died, << lamented and deplor'd f^ 
The Toices seem'd as soft, luxuriant sweet. 
As Angels' are ; astonished, as I gaz'd : 
A form appeared that Nature bade me love ; 
Drunk, with extatie joy, my reason reePd ; 
And hope took sweet posa^sMon of my breast ; 
When, beaming on me most benignly bright, 
A Father's face I knew ; 'twas full of love. 
He glanc'd his eye upon the good man's bier ; 
And seem'd o^erjoy'd to find his friend was come* 
He beckon'd me, and (as I watch'd his form,) 
Pointing to Virtue, with a smile as sweet 
As Summer's twilight, gliding to repose. 
Gently he whisper'^seethe ROAD TO IIEAY'N. 



THINGS THAT I HATE. 

I HATB, upon a fi-osty day. 

To be without a fire ; 
I hate to see a stupid play. 

And I ablior a liar. 

I hate, whene'er I have a eeat, 
To hare the smff'ring shun me ; 

And hate, whea all my money's spent. 
To have a feUow dun me. 
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I hate the self ooneeited beau^ 
Whose face adores the glass ; 

And hate the girl who stoops so low 
As to admire t^e Ass. 

I hate a knave, I hate a fool ; 

I hate a simple noddy ; 
I hate a man who goes by rule ; 

i[ hate — ^'most ev'ry body. 



THE TEAR. 

fire Florio left his home awhile. 
One day, some dozen miles to rove ; 

He sought with heart devoid of guile. 
The homely lodgings of his love. 

The parting scene was irulj sad, > 
And all around partook the gloom ; 

The candles burnt so very badf 

They hardly seem'd to light the room. 

A tear from Susan's pretty nose, 
Fell down upon her bosom hare ; 

And Florio, as the story goes. 

Observed the glittering stranger there. 

He cry'd, enraptured with the sight, 
^^Oh Susan, weep no more for me ; 

ILet me kiss off that pearl sobright^ 
And wear it, on my lips for theeJ* 
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He said, and from her Apple-^mpKng^ 
Sipp'd the deceiffnl tear away ; 

Then swore, with joy and rapture jamping^ 
'Twas sweeter than the new-made hay. 



To Jlf— IT— 

ALTH09' young CafidSf wanton in the cnrhn 
Which the soft band so amorously salutes 
And presses to thy head ; aitho' the flush 
Of youth and beauty bloom upon thy cheeks. 
And, from thy miM blue ortvs, affection's ray 
Sparkles with irresistable delight : 
Tet not the holy ray those eyes emit. 
Nor, thy soft cheeks, with health and beauty 

flushed. 
Nor auburn curls in velvet dallianee pressed. 
Can waken, in my bceast, another ttime 
Than that of frimdshif ; tibo* thy hasMi vie. 
With all the purity «(f alpine saow« ; 
Not the rich treasure of Potosi's jaioe 
Should tempt me wronj; thee of an hour'« repose* 
To injure thee were throwing darts at Heaf^k. 
O ! Hwere renouneinjg; Hope; and bidding wiBtmB, 
Pile high their fuel on the fires of JBeJl* 



THESHAOUD. 

What mean tiiese few and fleeting years, { 
We pass amidst a host of fears ; ^ 

Of joy and grief*— of smiles and tears ? J 

A strange promiscuous crowd ! 



83 



They glide before our wondering eyes^ 
Like visions tinged with varied djes ; 
Sueeession sad ! they only rise^ 
To wrap us in a shroud. 



To E—M — 

N O should I declare 

That I thought you was fair^ 

And adored you because of your beauty ; 
'Twould be running astray 
From veracity's way; 

'Twould be swerving from truth and my duty. 

Then with candor I own 

That your virtues alone^ 
Have giv^n the pain I deplore ; 

And if you approve, 

Of this much of my love. 
I soon can unravel mtteh more. 



THE ROBIN. 

The gun was charged, and high upon the tree ; 
The little Red-Breast sung his morning lay ; 
Ah, who could aim, or who^ could bear to see. 
The morning warbler fluttering from the spray. 

The tube was charged with lead ; the human 
breast, 
"With adamant was charged ; the woods resound ; 
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The babels knoWnnurse, the bird forever blest ; 
'With closing eyes^ came bleeding to the ground. 

Pity, receive iif from the murderer's graspy 
Whilst yet it trembled, warm with parting breath ; 
Within her bosom felt its dying gasp. 
And honored with a tear, the ROBIN'S DEATH. 



THE BtJTTERFLY PREACHER. 

Gaudy thing, with plumage gay. 

Worthless trifler of an hour 5 
Offspring of a summer^s day ; ^ 

Hence, nor thus defy my pow^r. 

Thus, like lordly max, I cry^d. 

To an insect sporting near ; 
But how humbled was my pride. 

As, these accents, caught my ear. 

'^Cease, vain mortal, to upbraid ; 

Pageant, of an hour, you ;" 
Hold my friend, I sighing, said 

Ere the Moralist jirithdrew. 

For, this lesson^ I will shield lliec, 
Careful, from the Winter's sky ; 
Food and shelter too, will yield thee, 
' When the flowers of Summer die. 
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Hold there, the little Preaeher said, 
Perhaps, you useless proffers urge ; 

Ere the flowers, of summer fade, 
I may hum Thy funeral dirge. 



PASTORAL. 

• 

AXAS ! she has fled from the Plain, 
To mix with the City's gay throng ; 

FareweH to the Muse and her strain^ 
For lost is the spirit of song. 

No more will we tune up the lyre, 

Sinee the Ark is deprived of the Dove ; 

Despair has extinguished desire 

And Grief damped the ardour of Love. 

Naw, fix'd is the Tillage in woe. 

The trees shed their leaves on the ground ; 
The streams murmur loud as they flow. 

And the woodlands are pensive around. 

Where Augusta, where now are thy eharms? 

She has gone who gave life to the plain ; 
Stem Winter eomes eloath'd in alarms. 

She has gone who eould soften his reign. 

O, may she return from the throng. 
With that modesty, virtue and grstee ; 

Which exclusive to her does belong — 
Nor, a tinge of the Town on her face. 

H 
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A CHARACTER. 

■ He is mean 
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And suited not for friendship ; every day 
Some sordid action shows his little soul. 
Men hate him, as they hate the morning mists 
That ride on clouds with agues, damps and Death, 
The selfish TENANT of his putrid breast, 
Pain» at an another^s good, sighs to have all. 
Feels but for home, nor, cares who suffers el^. 
He takes no pleasure in the social hour ; 
His pride of Greatness almost runs him mad^ 
Because it costs him, what might else be Banked; 
How yain his wishes and how poor his pride. 
He calls it Gold, amd hoards it in his chestf 
And, like a blinded Miseb, hugs the Dibt. 
No tender action ever graced his life, 
No generous joy, comes dancing to his eye. 
He rides, and sees his father limp along, $ 
He boasts of mammon that he don^t enjoy^ 
And stuffs his stomach whilst his brother starvcGi. 

Now, if there liv^ one such, the Muse would 

mourn; 
And she does mourn, to own there really does ; 
Why, there are many such ; they crowd the worl4 
Like hunjgry maggots* in a rotten oheese-i« 
They poison Joy. 

SONNET 

THY gentle manners void of art or guile 
PitBt worn tae te tbee ; and thy reseate li^. 
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Thy tender beaming eye^ thine Angel fornix . 
Thy mind, and all the beauties that thou hast^ 
Combine together, and aloud proclajm* 
That li forever, am my M— *8 slave. 

Commeneing ivith esteem, I 9aw thee good ; 
Friendship created, found Thee whe and fair; 
'Twas these first kindled in my bosom love, 
Nor knovrs, my Charmer, vrhat a flame It is. 

Thou darling emblem of the Holt Dove» 
Still as thy lovely image wakes my lays ; 
My heart, responsive, thrills delicious love ; 
And all my pleasure is — to sing thy praise. 



LINES, 

Occasioned ly hearing a Person say alf Womm 

were devoid of Virtue. 

nnils impious language, foolish man, forbear i 
Hast thou not proved a Mother^s tender care i 
Does no lov^d sister live to make thee blest. 
And cannot beauty vrarm thine icy breast ? 
Haste, seize the cord, the poison, or the steel, 
A heart should cease to beat that cannot feel. 
Woman no virtue has! he has no shame 
Whose baneful tongue thus brands his mo* 
ther's name. 
Oh, lovely Woman, Nature's fairest pride, 
To virtue wedded, and to heav'i^ allied ; 
In thee we seek for friendship, and we find 
Thoe still benevolent, sincere and kind* 
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Mebct and Thou, wert sent from Heaven here^ 
To give Misfortune vrhat she loyes— a Teab. 
How much concentrates in a Womait's name 
Religion^ HoiroR^ tibtue rovE and fame 
As Sacred as the turf that shrouds the Brare, 
Or willow, weeping o*er theVirgin*s graTC. 
Sweet willow ! charmer of the pensiTc mind^ 
How graceful o^er Eliza^s grave reclined ; 
Thy silent grief proclaims the tale of woe. 
That Beauty^s darling dwells in dust below. 
A Huband's, Hope, the pride of Parents dear ; 
A beam from HeaT^n ; an angel slumbers here 5 
Who left an emblem of herself ; but died, 
1^0 cast a shadow on unthinking pride : 
Blest shade, accept the tribute of a tear. 
Thy Yoice was grateful unto vietue's ear ; 
Hail, to the wedded state ; a gentle Wife, 
Like her, might cancel half the cares of life ; 
Proclaim man's merits with an hallowM zeal^. 
With WoMAN*s pity all his faults conceal. . 
Long as Remembrance holds her reign, so long*. 
Her gentle graces shall inspire the song ; 
Long as departed worth deserves a tear. 
Be Woman's Honor vindicated here. 



THE BACCHANALIAN. 

When day descends, when bats begin to fly ; 
And stars commence to twinkle in the sky ; 
Those hours the happy yield to social joys, 
Fm doomed to pass in riot, and in noise. 
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To kill awhile the cares of luckless fate ; 
Compulsion drives me to the scenes I hate : 
To yonder house is nightly my repair ; 
To see who enters and what's doing there. 
Ton house^ where many a motley crew resort^ 
And fools to Folly pay their evening Court. 

There^s one alone I mark'd for many a day> 
lichen IiTDiscRETioN led his steps astray. 
A Jovial 8ovi, he entered flushM with wine. 
In misehief prompt and ready at design ; 
A son of Bacchus styPdy well known to Fame^ 
AdA none indeed more worthy of the name ; 
He first, commenced with a ^ass of grog, 
"Which well repeated set him soon agog. 
At last, the brain with too much beat oppressed. 
The dim eyed victim sunk awhile to rest« 

Ye Powr's of sweet forgetfulness descend. 
At inch a crisis prove the Toper's friend ; 
Let no rude vision heave his breast with fears. 
But, in oblivion bury all his cares. 

Now, in the arms of Morpheus wrapped* again 
The fumes, fuliginous, forsake the brain ; 
The steams, emitting, ^ed a fog around, 
Kepulsive odours guard the hallow'd ground ; 
Betreat sobriety, approach not near. 
The noxious vapors make intrusion dear* 

But see, he wakes, he views the dancing tights^ 
And calls a glass, to put him into rights ; 
He takes another and then home he hies. 
Where anger sparkles in his Father's eyes, 

u 2 
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A easual sUenee first ensues^ and then 
The Parent rates him, in Parental strain. 
" William, thy course, I have observed my ehild. 
And grieve to see my darling boj so v^ild ; 
You drink, sec plays, love ivanton girls^ and 
^ worse^ , 

This profligate behaviour wastes my purse ; 
I can no longer countenance your freaks» ' 
Tou must reform, and 'tis your father speaks. 
Poets and Parsons are by nature virild^ 
But you're a Lawyer and shall not be spoU'd. 
Renounce their company, and let me see. 

That only H shall your model be ; 

That worthy youth I've seen, he merits praise^ 
So sober, and so steady are his ways : 
Sweet child of pbudence, pattern for the best^ 
Copy him, William, make your Father blest* 

Your lovely sisters, when they speak of you,i 
Cast to the ground their eyes of Heav'nly bliierV ' 
^he Roses on their cheeks, blush deeper hue. J 

Those charming girls whose, each, melodiouB"^ 
voice, I 

So often make my aged heart rejoice J 

Are either of them worthy H's choice.'* J ^ 

The Father finish^ ; William thus reply'd. 
With conscious dignity, and manly pride : 
^•By the young cue now pendant to my neck. 
And all the Beauties that my person deck 5 
By my red whiskers, and my sunburnt hair. 
And— J8acc/iii« be my witness whilst I swear ; 



.V 
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If here, departing from the truth, I speak 

I'll suffer to be sober for a week. 

Upon my tongue may lying blisters fall. 

If H. is not the very worst of all ; 

Give him but plenty puneh, or night, or day. 

He's always easy and would ever stay. 

The reason he don't visit Girls and plays, ^ 

Is seen in Esop's Fables ; where, he says ; 

**A fox observed one day, tho* very high 

A bunch of grapes, hang luscious to the eye ; 

But finding them so far beyond his pow'r 

He slily lick'd his lips, and call'd them sour^^ 

So 'tis with H pennyless and proud. 

Speak of the plays, he cannot bear a crowd f 

Asham'd to own his poverty — he says. 

He ne'er was giv'n much to Girls or plays. 

The fellow lies, for I have marked his eye. 

And seen it water when a lass tripped by. 

His favorite study is the Fair to please. 

For Beauty's sake, he'd go on bended fcnees. 

And now, to finish. Father, I'll be bold 
To tell you, what, I often have been told ; 
That you, when young, and I believe it true, 
Was not averse to having pleasure too. 
And since you can't prove guiltless of the crime, 
Let's drink, and settle all — ^another time. 

The father here, desponding, hung his head. 
The son, more thoughtless, reel'd away to bed ^ 
And would have prov'd as bad through all hit 

life. 
Had Heav'n not help'd him to a virtuous wiffe. 
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EPITAPH. 

Underneath^ 

in a 

Wooden Surtout, 
repose the 

Remnants 

of 

Timothy Twisty Esq. 

Tailor and Habit-maker. 

Reader^ all our days are measured ^ we are 
frequently cut old of this existence suddenly, and 
CARRIED HOME forover. A suitahU Man was 
Twist and Jitted his profession to a ihimile ; 
but getting into a hahit of living too muob 
ahove-hoardt sewed the linings of a disease in his 
too delicate jframe; biseonstitution was gradual-v 
ly tapering away when^ in consequence of a 
Law suit, buttoned on him, he was taken with a 
stitch in the side^ And before he could be oon- 
Tcyed to ^< The house appointed for all living** 
was as stiff as Buckram, gone ! paM mending. 
We however^ credit, that he has only cast aside 
the rags o^Mortality, and that he will shortly ap- 
pear cloathed in a new suit of everlasting, and 
render in VLJust account to his maker. 
Death ! Thou hast Cabbaged one, whose feeling 

Soul, 
Was faithful as the needle to the pole 
'Twas double gilt in Thee, O Beath ! to swell 
Thy List of Coi7q,tr£STS^ by a Tailors knejl : 
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To sliear his slender thread of life^ in twain ; 
AnAfashion him to dust and earth again. 
To press a Freeman to become thy slaTe ; 
And mould his body in the gloomy grate. 



THE OLD WOMAN'S ADVICE. 

Wh£17 an old Woman wants to gite adTiee^ 

She seldom sticks at being over nice ; 

But tells you of your faults so plump and plain> 

YouMl find but little reason to be vain ; 

One caught me t'other day, by chance alone ; 

And thus commenc'd, in moralising tone ; 

Says she ; but, 'tis no matter, now a days. 

Nobody minds what an old Woman says. 



A PRAYER. 

Say, what is Virtue ? — 'tis the breath of God ! 
And meek Religion, its Immortal guest ; 
- What is that SUN whose beams expand so broad. 
And seems emerging from Religion^s breast 7 

^Tis CHARITY, in BOBES of PEACE array'd. 
Religions daughter, darling of the skies; 
ViBTUE has fann'd the bosom of the maid,' 
And HOPE drinks life, and lives but in her eyes. 

^ Descend sweet Charity, and warm my heart ; 
Come, let me rest a term, with hope and thee; 
Religion follow, all thy charms impart. 
And thou, O yirtue breathe thy heavHi on me. 
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THE HAPPY UFE. 

I know myself in wedded Iife> 
A happy Man and eharming 'Wife 
Friends both to peaee^ both foes to strife^ 

With riehes : 

She minds her own domestio eares ; 
Whilst he attends his own affairs^ 
By her eonsent^ what's his, lie wears 

The— • ; 

For her his daily task he plies ; 

They meet at meals with welcome eyes ; 

For him her sweetest wishes rise. 

Sincerely : ' 

€ontent presides, and jnrhispers grace. 
The stranger finds a ready place ; 
And each can read in t'otbers face 

1 love yov dearly. 

Thus glide in Peace their lives away ^ 
Affection ever bearing sway ; y 

No sordid want can e'er betKiy / 

Their evenings round the social heai*th 
They pass in innocence and mirth j 
Two smiling babes their joy and wobth 

THSnt TBEA81WB. 
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MY EPITAPH. 

Gnaw on my little eousins : gnaw away ; 
^Tour teeth are not so keen as man^s ingra* 

titude/' 
You^re weleome to this little lump of clay ; 
And much I wish Hmay do your stomaehs good. 

Mais, prenez garde a tous, take care I say^ 
Ye do not set your pretty teeth an edge : 
For when Death took my lively soul awayv 
Ho enly loft a tag (ff hows im pledge. 
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